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MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

Venice. A Street. 

EiUer Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Antonio. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies you ; 
But how I caugnt it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me. 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies ' with portly sail, — 
Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood. 
Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 
That curtesy to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth. 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads : 

' Ships of large burdetv. 
b2 



4 MERCHANT OF VENICE. [ACT I. 

And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 

Solar. My wind, cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 
I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 
£ut I should think of shallows and of flats ; 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock*d in sand, 
Vailing ^ her high-top lower than her ribs, 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church. 
And see the holy edifice of stone. 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Wliich touching but my gentle vessel's side. 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothing ! Shall I have the thought 
To think on this ; and shall 1 lack the thought. 
That such a thing bechanc'd, would make me sad ? 
But, tell not me ; I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

AnU Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year : 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
' Salan* Why then you are in love. 

Ant. Fye, fye I 

Solan. Not in love neither ? Then let s say, you 
are sad, 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry. 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headecL 

Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes^ 

'2 Lowefiivw. 
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And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 

That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 

Solan, Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 
Solar. 1 would have staid till I had made you 
merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you. 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 
Scuor. Good morrow, my good lords. 
Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? 
Say, when? 
You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so ? 
Sdar. Well make our leisures to attend on yours. 
[Exeunt Salarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 
Bass. I will not fail you. 
Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care, 
^lieve me, you are marvellously chang'd. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 
-^d mine a sad one. 

Ora. Let me play the Fool ; 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
^d let my liver rather heat with wixve, 
^ao my heart cool with mortifying gtoacDS. 

B 3 



6 MERCHANT OF VENICE^ [ACT I 

Why should a man whose blood is warm within, 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundic* 

By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 

Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness ^ entertain, 

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, / am Sir Oraclcy 

Andy token I ope my lipsy let no dog bark ! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise. 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure. 

If they should speak, would almost dam those ears. 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothersj 

fools, 
ril tell thee more of this another time : 
But fish not, with this melancholy bait. 
For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion. — 
Come, good Lorenzo : — Fare ye well, a while ; 
rU end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor, Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
time: 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men. 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra. Well keep me company but two years more. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

AnU Farewell : Fll grow a talker for this gear. 

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo. 

Bass, Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice : His reasons are 
lis two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chafF; 
you simll seek all day ere you find them : and, when 
you have them, they are not worth the search. 

Obstinate silence. 
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Attt. Well ; tell me now, wimt lady is this same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of? 

Bau. TiB not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled lume estate, 
lly soaiething showing a more swelling port 
Tliao my faint means would grant continuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
I'rDin 8Uch a noble rate ; but my chief care 
U, to come fairly off from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hull left me gaged : To you, Antonio, 
1 Ove the most, in money, and in love : 
And from your love 1 have a warranty 
To unburtfien all my plots, and purposes, 
Hon to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant. 1 pray you, good Bassanio. let me know it; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, _ 

Within the eye of honour, be assured, 
% purse, my person, my extremest means, 
lie all unlock'd to your occasions. 

Bum. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
shaft, 
1 (hot hia fellow of the self-same flight 
Tile aelf-some way, with more advised watch, 
Til find the otiier forth ; and by advent'ring both, 
I uti found both : I urge this childhood proof, 
BeoiQse what follows is pure innocence. 
1 owe you liiuch ; and, like a wilful youth. 
Thai which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To ilioot another arrow that self way 
Whiuh you did shoot the first, t do not doubt, 
A* I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Oillring your latter hazard back again, 
Awtlhwiirfiilly rest debtor for the tirst. 

A»t. You know me well ; and herein spend but 
'. ~ . time, 

Tu Dim] nboiil tny lote with circumstance ; 
-W oat of'tluubt. you do mc now more wtong. 
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In making question of my uttermost, 
Than if you had made waste of all I have : 
Then do but say to me what I should do, 
That in your knowledge may by* me be done, 
And I am prest ^ unto it : therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left. 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues ; sometimes ^ from her eyei 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 
Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia. 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' stra 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 
Tfailt I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou know'st, that all my fortunes are 
sea; 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth. 
Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 
That shall be racked, even to the uttermost. 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make. 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. [^Exm 

< Ready. * Formerly. 
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SCENE II. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia'^ House, 
Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

r 

Por, By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a- 
weary of this great world. 

Ner. You woidd be, sweet madam, if your mi- 
series were in the same abundance as your good 
fortunes are : And yet, for aught I see, they are as 
sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing : It is no mean happiness therefore, 
to be seatea in the mean ; superflmty comes sooner 
by white hairs, but competency lives longer. 
Por, Good sentences, and well pronounced. 
Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 
Por, If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor 
inen's cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good di- 
vine that follows his own instructions : I can easier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than be 
)Qe of the twenty to follow mine own teaching. But 
Us reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a 
usband : — O me, the word choose ! I may neither 
loose whom I would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; 
is the will of a living daughter curb'd by the will 
a dead father : — Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I 
tnot choose one, nor refuse none ? 
Ver. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy 
\y at their death, have good inspirations ; there- 
. the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
ts, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who 
ses his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, 
' be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
riffhtly love. But what warmth is there in 
ifltection towards any of these princeV'j wi\\.w^ 
e already come ? 
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Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
namest them, I will describe them ; and, according 
to my description, level at my affection. 

Ner, First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Por. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great ap- 
propriation to his own good parts, that he can shoe 
him himself. 

Ner. Then, is there the county ® Palatine. 

Por, He doth nothing but frown ; as who should 
say. An if you xoiU not have Tne, choose ; he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not : I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I hao 
rather be married to a death's head with a bone in 
his mouth, than to either of these. Heaven defend 
me from these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, M onaieur 
Le Bon? 

Por. Heaven made him, and therefore let him 
pass for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker : But, he ! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan's ; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine; he is every man in no man: 
if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering ; he 
will fence with his own shadow : If I should marry 
him, I should marry twenty husbands : If he would 
despise me, I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner. What say you then to Faulconbridge, the 
young baron of England ? 

Por, You know, I say nothing to him ; for he 
understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither 
Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you will come into 
the court and swear, that I have a poor pennyworth 
in the English. He is a proper man's picture ; But, 
alas ! who can converse with a dumb show ? Hoir 

c Count. 
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)ddly he is suited ! I think, he bought his doublet 
n Italy, his round hose in France, his bonnet in 
jermany, and his behaviour every where* 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
leighbour ? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; 
or he borrowed a box of the ear of the English- 
nan, and swore he would pay him again, when he 
ras able: I think, the Frenchman became his 
urety, and sealed under for another. 

Ner, How like you the young German, the duke 
f Saxony's nephew ? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
ober ; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
Irunk : when he is best, he is little worse than a 
nan; and when he is worst, he is little better than 
. beast : an the worst fall that ever fell, I hope, I 
hall make shifl to go without him. 

Ner, If he should offer to choose, and choose the 
igfat casket, you should refuse to perform your 
ather's will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee» 
et a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary 
basket ; for, if the devil be within, and that tempt- 
ition without, I know he will choose it. I will do 
tny thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a 
punge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
hese lords ; they have acquainted me with tneir 
leterminations : which is indeed, to return to their 
lome, and to trouble you with no more suit; unless 
rou may be won by some other sort than your 
ather's imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
18 chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the 
aanner of my father's will : I am glad this parcel 
»f wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one 
jnong them but I dote on his very absence^ ^ti^\ 
rish them a fair departure, * ^ 
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Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your fath 
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that ci 
hither in company of the Marquis of M ontferra 

! Par. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, 

I was he called. 

I iVer. True, madam ; he, of all the men that e 

I my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserv 

!^ a fair lady. 

A Par, I remember him well; and I remember 1 

worthy of thy praise. — How now ! what news ? 



ii 



Enter a Servant. 

Sero. The four strangers seek for you, mad 
to take their leave: and there is a fore-run 
come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; i 
i brin^ word, the prince, his master, will be h 

* to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with 
j. good heart as I can bid the other four farewell 

should be glad of his approach: if he have the c 
dition ^ of a saint, and the complexion of a devi 
had rather he should shrive me than wive i 
Come, Nerissa. — Sirrah, go before. — Whiles 
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks 
the door. [Exex 



SCENE III. 

Venice. A puhlick Place, 

Enter Bassanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — well. 
Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. 
Shy, For three months, — well. 

^ Temper, qus\\\.\e&. 
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Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall 
be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me? 
Shall I know your answer? 

Sly. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shif. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the 
contrary? 

Shi/. Ho, no, no, no, no; — my meaning, in say- 
ing he is a good man, is to have you understand me, 
that he is sufficient : yet his means are in supposi- 
tion : he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another 
to the Indies; I understand moreover upon the 
Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for 

England, and other ventures he hath, squan- 

derd abroad : But ships are but boards, sailors but 
men: there be land-rats, and water-rats, water- 
thieves, and land-thieves; I mean, pirates; and 
then, there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks: 
The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient ; — three 
thousand ducats ; — I think, I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shi/. I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may 
be assured, I will bethink me : May I speak with 
Antonio ? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shi/. Yes, to smell pork : I will buy with you, 
sell with you, talk witn you, walk with you, and so 
following ; but I will not eat with you, drink with 
you, nor pray with you. What news on the 
Rialto ? — Who is he comes here ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Shy. lAside.'] How like a fawning ^\\bV\e.«sv\\^ 

looks ! 
VOL. III. r. . 
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I hate him for he is a Christian: 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 

The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift. 

Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe, 

If I forgive him ! 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ? 

Shi^. I am debating of my present store ; 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 
Will furnish me : But soft; How many months 
Do you desire ? — Rest you fair, good signior ; 

[ To Antonio. 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant, Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow^ 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants ^ of my friend, 
ni break a custom : — Is he yet possess'd,^ 
How much you would? 

Shi/, Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Sh^. I had forgot, — three months, you told me 
so. 

Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, But 

hear you ; 
Methought, you said, you neither lend nor bor- 

row. 
Upon advantage. 

Ant, 1 do never use it. 

* Wants which admit no longer delay. ' Informed. 
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y. Three thousand ducats, — 'tis a good round 
eiiin. 

niree moiitlis from twelve, then let me see the rale. 
jlnt. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to you? 
. SAy. Siguior Antonio, many a lime and oft, 
p the Rialto you have rated me 
ibout mj monies, and my ueances : ' 
Itill have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
""- sufFerancc is the badge of alJ our tribe : 

Eu call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
d spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
_„d aJl for use of that which is mine own. 
Veil then, it now appears, you need my help : 
So to then; you come to me, and you say, 
\hylock. Tee mould have monies ; You flay so ; 
fou, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
Ind foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
)ver your threshold ; monies is your suit, 
illiat should 1 say to you ? Should 1 not say, 
yiotA a dogmonei/f is it possible 
t air atn lend three thousand ducats? or 
!hall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
iTith "bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 

Ujr this, 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
Von ipum'd me such a day ; another time 
VonealTdnte — do^; andjbr these courteaes 
rU lend you thus much monies. 

Ant. 1 am as like to call thee so again. 
To spit on thee agmn, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend uiis money, lend it not 
A» to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend i*) 
But lend it rather to thjne eni^my ; 
Who if he break, thou may'st with better face 
_ f'^ICt the penalty. 

'•** Why, look you, how you stor"' ' 

' interest. 
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I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I oner. 

AnU This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show:-— 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport. 
If you repay me not on such a day. 
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
£xpress*d m the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith ; FU seal to such a bond. 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
ril rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it ; 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what these ChristiaDS 
are; 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A ^ound of man's flesh, taken from a man. 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither. 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say. 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 
li' he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's; 
. Give him direction for this merry bond. 
Am! I will go and purse the ducata «\.m^\.\ 
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See to my house, left in the fearf\il guard 

Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 

I will be with you. [£iiV. 

Ant Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian; he grows kind. 

Bass, I like not fair terms, and a villain s mind. 

Ant, Come on : in this there can be no dismay, 
My ships come home a month before the day. 

[^Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia'^ House, 

Flourish of Comets, Enter the Prince of Morocco f 
and his Train ; Portia, Nerissa, and other of 
her Attendants, 

Mor, Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadowed livery of the bumish'd sun. 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward born. 
Where Phcebus* fire scarce thaws the icicles. 
And let us make incision ^ for your love. 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear'd ^ the valiant ; *by my love, I swear. 
The best regarded virgins of our clime 

'Allusion to the eastern custom for lovers to les^x^^ 
their passion by cutting themselves in tVievr imsXtes>'s»Q.'^ 
^^ ^TerrifyU 

c 55 
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Have lov*d it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes : 
Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 
But, if my father had not scanted me. 
And hedged me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you^ 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair, 
As any comer I have look*d on yet. 
For my affection. 

Afor. Even for that I thank you ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets, 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 
That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 
Tliat won three helds of Sultan Solyman, — 
1 would out-stare the sternest eyes that look. 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth. 
Pluck the youne sucking cubs nrom the she bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey. 
To win thee, lady : But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So IS Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me. 
Miss that which one unworthier may attain. 
And die with grieving. 

For, You must take your chance; 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 
Or swear, before you choose, — if you choose 

wrong, 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advised. 

A/or. Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my 
chance. 
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Por, First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor, Good fortune then ! [ Comets. 

To make me bless'd, or cursed^st among men. 

' \^ExeunU 

^ SCENE II. 

Venice. A Street, 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to 
run from this Jew, my master : The fiend is at 
mine elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobboy 
Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot^ or good Gobboy 
or good Launcelot Gobboy use your legSy take the 
start, run avoay : My conscience says, — no ; take 
heedy honest Launcelot; take heedy honest Gobbo; 
or, as aforesaid, honest Launcelet Gobbo; do not 
run; scorn running voith thy heels: Well, the most 
courageous fiend bids me pack; via! says the 
fiend ; anoay I says the fiend ; rouse up a brave mind, 
says the fiend, and run. Well, my conscience, 
hanging about the neck of my heart, says very 
wisely to me, — my honest Jriend Launceloty being 
an honest man's son, budge not; budge, says the 
fiend ; budge noty says my conscience ; Conscience, 
say I, you counsel well ; fiend, say I, you counsel 
well : to be ruled by my conscience I should stay 
with the Jew my master, who is a kind of devil ; 
and, to run away from the Jew, I should be ruled 
by the fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the 
devil himself: Certainly, the Jew is the very devil 
incarnation ; and, in my conscience, my conscience 
is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel 
me to stay with the Jew : The fiend gives the more 
friendly counsel : I will run, fiend ; my Yvee\^ ^€ 
at your commandment, I will run. 
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Enter Old Gobbo, mth a Basket. 

Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you; 
which is the way to master Jew s ? 

Laun. \^AsideJ] O heavens, this is my true-be- 
gotten father ! who, being more than sand-blind, 
high -gravel blind, knows me not : — I will try con- 
clusions^ with him. 

Gob. Master, young gentleman, I pray you, 
which is the way to master Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left ; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no 
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew's house. 

Gob. Twill be a hard way to hit. Can you tell 
me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, 
dwell with him, or no ? 

Laun. Talk you of young master Lanncelot ? — 
Mark me now ; [^Aside.l now will I raise the waters : 
— Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son ; his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poof 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun. "Well, let his father be what he will, wc 
talk of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Laun. But I pray you, ergOy old man, ergo,, I 
beseech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of master 
Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman (ac- 
cording to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings, 
the sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is, 
indeed, deceased. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. 1l>o I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
a staff, or a prop ? — Do you know me, father ? 

< Experiment. 



SCENE IlO MERCHANT OF VENICE. 21 

Cr(^* Alack the day, I know you not, young 
gentleman ; but I pray you, tell me, is my boy alive 
or dead? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not. 

Laun* Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise fatner, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will 
tell you news of your son : Give me your blessing : 
trutn will come to light; murder cannot be hid 
long, a man's son may ; but, in the end, truth will 
out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up ; I am sure, you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let s have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing; I am Launcelot, 
your boy that was, your son that is, your child'that 
shall be. 

Gob, I cannot think, you are my son. 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that : 
but I am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and, I am 
sure, Margery, your wife, is my mother. 

Gob* Her name is Margery, indeed: 111 be 
sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own 
flesh and blood. What a beard hast thou got ! thou 
hast got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbin my 
thill-horse^ has on his tail. 

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin's tail 
grows backward ; I am sure he had more hair on 
his tail, than I have on my face, when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost 
thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him 
a present ; How 'gree you now ? 

Laun, Well, well ; but, for mine own part, as I 
have set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest 
till I have run some ground : my master's a very 
Jew : Give him a present ! give him a halter r I am 

^ Shaft-horse. 
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famish'd in his service ; you may tell every finger I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are 
come ; give me your present to one master Bassa^ 
nio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if 1 serve 
not him, I will run as far as there is any ground.— 
O rare fortune ! here comes the man ; — to him, 
father ; for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Bassanio, tvith Leonardo, and other 

Followers, 

Bass, You may do so ; — but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock : See these letters delivered ; put the liveries 
to making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to 
my lodging. [^Exit a Servant 

Laun, To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Bass, Gramercy ; Would*st thou aught with me? 

Gob, Here's my son, sir, a poor boy, 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's 
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify,— — - 

Gob, He hath a great infection, sir, as one wooU 
say, to serve — 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the Ions is, I aem 
the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shaD 
specify, — — 

Goo, His master and he, (saving your worship*! 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins : 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my 
father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto 

you, 

Gob, I have here a dish of doves, that I would 

bestow upon your worship ; and my suit is, 

Laun, In very brief, die suit is impertinent to 

myself, as your worship shall know by this honeit 

old man ; and, though I say it, though an old maiif 

yet poor man, my father. 

^ass. One speak for both ; — VAv«X -vovIXAl ^^? 



B II.] MERCHANT OF VENICE. 23 

tun. Serve you, sir. 

96* This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

us. I know thee well, thou hast obtained thy 

suit: 
ock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
hatfa preferred thee, if it be preferment, 
eave a rich Jew's service, to become 
follower of so poor a gentleman. 
tun. The old proverb is very well parted be- 
n my master Siiylock and you, sir ; you have 
e, sir, and he hath enough. 
%ss. Thou speak'st it well : Go, father, with thy 

son: — 
I leave of thy old master, and enqiiire 
lodging out : — Give him a livery 

[To hisjblhwers. 
e guarded ^ than his fellows' : See it done. 
tun. Father, in : — I cannot get a service, no ; 
tiave ne'er a tongue in my head. — Well, father, 
i ; 111 take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling 
i eye. [^Exeunt Launcelot and old Gobbo. 
us. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this ; 
te thii^ beinff bought, and orderly bestow'd, 
orn in haste, u>t I do feast to-night 
best-esteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 
nm. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

Enter Gratiano. 

ra. Where is your master ? 
eon. Yonder, sir, he walks. 

[ExiV Leonardo. 

ra. Signior Bassanio, 

ass. Gratiano ! 

ra. I have a suit to you. 

us. You have obtained it. 

ra. You must not deny me ; I must go with 

to Belmont. 

^ Ornamented. 
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Bass. Why, then you must; — But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; -~ 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they 

show 
Something too liberal^ ; — pray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild be- 
haviour, 
I be misconstrued in the place I go to, 
And lose my hopes. 

Gra, Siguier Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit. 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen ; 
Use all the observance of civility. 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent ^ 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

Bass, Well, we shall see your bearing.^ 

Gra, Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not 
gage me 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity ; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment : But fare you well, 
I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest ; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [^Exeuid* 

^ Licentious. ^ Sho^ of staid and serious demeaDoar> 
9 Carriage, deportment. 
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SCENE III. 

A Room in ShylockV House, 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Je$, I am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so ; 
Our house is sad, but thou, a merry devil. 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness : 
But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest : 
Give him this letter ; do it secretly, 
And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Laun. Adieu ! — tears exhibit my tongue. — 
Most beautiful pagan, — most sweet Jew ! If a 
Christian do not play the knave, and get thee, I 
am much deceived: But, adieu ! these foolish drops 
do somewhat drown my manly spirit ; adieu ! lExit, 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. — 
Alack, what heinous sin it is in me, 
1*0 be asham'd to be my father's child ! 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. lExit, 

SCENE IV. 

A Street. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and 

Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper time; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

VOL, III. D 
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Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Solar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. 

Solan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly or- 
d^r'd ; 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor* 'Tis now but four o'clock ; we have two hours 
To furnish us : — 



Enter Launcelot, Haith a Letter. 

Friend Launcelot, what's the news ? 

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, it 
shall seem to signify* 

Lor. I know the hand : in iaith, 'tis a fSur hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on. 
Is the &ir hand that wnt. 

Chra. Love news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold there, take thisn— tdl gentle Jenica, 
I will not fail her ; — speak it privately ; go. ~- 
Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to^iig^t ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Satar. Ay, marry. Til be gone about it strai^L 

Solan. Ajid so will L 

Lor. Meet me, and Grradano^ 

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 

Solar. 'Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ? 

Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath directed, 
How I shall take her from her father's house ; 
\Miat gold, and jewels, she is fumish'd with ; 
\Miat page's suit she hath in readiness. 
Come, go with me; peruse this, as thou goest : 
Fair Jessica shall be my totch-beaiet, \^E*wnrf. 
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SCENE V. 

Before Shylock'* House. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 
juc^e, 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 
What, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me ; — What, Jessica ! — 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica ! 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I could 
do nothing without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes. Call you ? What is your will ? 

Shy* I am bid ^ forth to supper, Jessica ; 
There are my keys : — But wnerefore should I go? 
^ I am not bid for Jove ; they flatter me : 
But yet ni go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigfu Christian. — Jessica, my girl. 
Look to my house : — I am right loth to go ; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go ; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — 1 
will not say, you shall see a mask ; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a 
bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i'the 
morning. 

Shy. What ! are there masques ? Hear you me, 
Jessica: 

' Invited. 
D 2 
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Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife> 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 
Nor thrust your head into the public street, 
To gaze on Christian fools with vamish'd faces : 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob's staff, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night: 
But I will go, — Go you before me, sirrah ; 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 
There will come a Christian by. 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit Laun. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar'sofl&pring, ha? 

Jes, His words were, Farewell, mistress ; nothing 
else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough; but a huge feeder. 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild-cat; drones hive not with me; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. — Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 
Do, as I bid you, 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find ; 
A proverb never stale in thrifly mind. [£af. 

Jes. Farewell : and if my nirtune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [EsA* 

SCENE VI. 

The same. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino masked. 

Gra. This is the pent-house, undcc which Lorenso 
Desir'd us to make st^nd. 
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Solar. His hour is almost past. 

Ura, And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Solar. Oy ten times faster Venus* pigeons fly 
To seal love's bonds new made, than they are wont, 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds : Who riseth from a feast, 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ? All things that are. 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy 'd. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal. 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay : 
How like the prodigal doth she return; 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails. 



Enter Lorenzo. 

Solar. Here comes Lorenzo ; — more of this 

hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait ; 
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
ril watch as long for you then. — Approach ; 
Here dwells my father Jew : — Ho ! who's within. 



Enter Jessica ahove, in Boys clothes. 

Jes. Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty. 
Albeit ril swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 
For who love I so much ? and now who knows. 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

LoHf. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are ViUve^ x!lEi*aX 
tbou art, 

D 3 
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Jes, Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains. 
I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much asham'd of my exchange : 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himself virould blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor, Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes* What, must I hold a candle to my shames ? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 
Why, *tis an office of discovery, love ; 
And I should be obscur'd. 

Lor, So are you, sweety 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the run-away. 
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast. 

Jes, I will make fast the doors, and join you 
straight. [Exit^Jrom above, 

Gra, Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 

Lor, Beshrew me, but I love her heartily : 
For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 
And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself; 
And, therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, hel&vo. 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away ; 
Our niasquing mates by this time for us stay. 

[Exit tuith Jessica and Salarino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant, Who's there ? 
Gra, Signior Antonio ? 

y^/i/. Fye, fycj Gratiano ? where are all the rest? 
Tj's nine o'clock ; our friends a\\ sX».>f ^w >jw\ \-^ 



ff 
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No masque to-mght ; the wind is come about, 

Bassanio presently Will go aboard : 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

Gra, I am glad on't ; I desire no more delight, 
Than to be under sail, and gone to-night. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VII. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia 5 House. 

Flourish of Comets. Enter Portia, xxnth the Prince 
of Morocco, and both their Trains. 

Por. Groj draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince : 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription 
bears; — 
Who chooseth me, shall vain tohat many men desire. 
The second ; silver, which this promise carries ; — 
Who chooseth me, shall set as much as he deserves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt ; — 
Who chooseth me, must sive and hazard all he hath. 
How shall I know if I do choose the right? 

Por. The one of them contains my picture, 
prince ; 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me 
see, 
I will survey the inscription back again : 
What says mis leaden casket ? 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath. 
Must give — For what? for lead ? hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens ; Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 
A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 
ril then nor give, nor hazard, aught for \ead^ 
What says the silver with her virgin hue? 
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Who choosetk me, shall get at much as h& deserves. 

As much as he deserves ? — Pause there, Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be*st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enou^ 

May not extend so far as to the lady ! 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving, 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve ! — Why, that's the lady ; 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray'd no further, but chose here ? — 

Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold : 

Who chooseth me, shall gain ivhat many men desire* 

Why, that's the lady; all the world diesires her: 

From the four comers of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now. 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is't like, that lead contains her ? 'Twere a sin 

To think so base a thought ; it were too gross 

To rib 3 her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she's immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold ? 

O sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold ; but that's insculp'd ^ upon ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

-" Eadobc. ^ En^Tiiven. 
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Lies all within. — Deliver me the key ; 
Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Por. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie 
there, 
Then I am yours. \_He unlocks the golden casket. 

Mor. What have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? Ill read the writing. 

AU that glisters is not gpldy 
Often have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath soldf 
But mu outside to behold: 
GUdea tombs do xoorms infold. 
Had you been as xoise as boldy 
Young in limbsy in judgment old. 
Your anstoer had not been inscroTd : 
Fare you toell ; your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 
Then, farewell, heat ; and, welcome, frost. — 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave : Uius losers part. [Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance :— — Draw the curtains ; 

go; 

Let all of nis complexion choose me so. [EMunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Venice. A Street, 

Enter Salarino and Salanio. 

Solar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries raised the 
duke; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio' & i^V^« 
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Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail : 
But there the duke was given to understand. 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 
Besides, Antonio certify 'd the duke, 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Solan. I never heard a passion so confused, 
Ho strange, outrageous, and so variable. 
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 
My daughter ! — my ducats ; — mt/ daughter I 
Fled toith a Christian f — my Christian ducats — 
Justice I the lauo I my ducats^ and my daughter I 
A sealed bag, ttoo sealed bags of ducatSy 
Of double ducatSy stoVn from me by my daughter! 
And jewels ; a stone, a rich and precious stone, 
StoPn by my daughter I — Justice I find the girll 
She hath the stone upon her, and the ducats I 

Salar. Why, all tne boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, -» his stone, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day. 
Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar, Marry, well remember'd : 

I reasoned * with a Frenchman yesterday ; 
Who to!d me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught : 
I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 
And wished m silence, that it were not his. 

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what you 
hear; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar, A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer'd — Do not so, 
Slubber * not business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very riptng of the time ; 

■' Conversed, « To slubber in to Ao vi l\v\Ti% ^iw^«a^» 
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Andjor ihe Jenns bond^ xahick he hath qfme^ 

Let it not enter in your mind ofUyoe: 

Be merry; and employ your chiefett thoughts j 

To courtship^ and such fair ostents"^ of love 

As shall conveniently become you there.* 

And even there, his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his &ce, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible 

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 

Solan. I think, he only loves the world for him. 
I pray thee, let us gOy and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heaviness ^ 
With some delight or other. 

Solar* Do we so. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE IX. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia'^ House. 

Enter Nerissa, with a Servant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 
straight ; 
The prince of Arragon hath ta*en his oath, 
And comes to his election presently. 

flourish qf Comets. Enter the Prince o^ Arragon, 
Portia, and their Trains. 

For. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble 
prince: 
If you choose that wherein I am contain'd, 
Straight riiall our nuptial rites be solemniz*d ; 
\ But if you fail, without more speech, ray lord, 
I You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. 1 am enjoin*d by oath to observe three things : 



' Sboiwr^ tokens, ^ The heaviness he is fond o?. 
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First, never to unfold to any one 

Which casket *twas I chose ; next, if I fail 

Of the right casket, never in my life 

To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por» To these injunctions every one doth swear, 
That comes to hazsurd for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address'd^ me : Fortune now 
To my heart's hope ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 
Who chooseth nte, must give and htizard all he hath: 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 
What says the golden chest ? ha ! let me see : — 
Who chooseth me, shall gain tvhat many men desire. 
What many men desire. — That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach: 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall^ 
Even in the force and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire, 
Because I will not jump ^ with common spirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 
Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves; 
And well said too ; For who shall go about 
To cosen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 
O, that estates, degrees, and offices. 
Were not derived corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of tlie wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
How much low peasantry would then be gleaned 
From the true seed of honour? and how much honour 

9 Prepared. ^ K^«e. 
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Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new vamish'd ? Well, but to my choice: 
Who chooseth me, shaU get as much as ne deserves: 
I will assume desert; — Give me a key for this. 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Por. Too long a pause for that which you find 
there. 

Ar. What's there? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presentinff me a schedule ! I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ! 
Who .chooseth me, shall have as much as he de* 

serves. 
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head ? 
Is that nay prize ? are my deserts no better ? 

Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices. 
And of opposed natures. 

Ar. What is here ? 

The fire seven times tried this; 
Seven times tried that judgment is. 
That did never choose amiss: 
Some there be, that shadows kiss: 
Such have but a shadofms bliss: 
There befools alive, I V)is,^ 
Silvered o*er; and so toas this. 
Take what toife you will to bed, 
I will ever be your head: 
So begone, sir, you are sped. 

Still more fool I shall appear, 

By the time I linger here : 

With one fooFs head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. 

Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath. 

Patiently to bear my wroth. 

[Exeunt Arragon, and Train^ 

^ Know. 

VOL, If/. E 



38 MERCHANT OP VENICE. [aCT II. 

Por. Thus hath the candle smg'd the moth. 
O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

iViPr. The ancient saying is no heresy ; — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. « 

Serv. Where is my lady ? * j 

Por. Here ; what would my lordr 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A yOung Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets;^ 
To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath. 
Gills of rich value ; yet I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love : 
A day in April never came so sweet, 
To show how costly summer was at hand, 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Por. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afeard. 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee. 
Thou spend*st such high-day wit in praising him.— 
Come, come, Nerissa; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly. 

[Exewa. 

s Salutations. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salanio and Salarino. 

Solan, Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Solar. Why, yet it lives there unchecked, that 

intonio hath a ship of rich lading wrecked on the 

iarrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call the 

»lace; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the 

arcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, 

f my gossip report be an honest woman of her word. 

Solan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that, 

8 ever knapp'd gmger, or made her neighbours be- 

eve she wept for the death of a third husband : 

ut it is true, — without any slips of prolixity, or 

ossing the plain high-way of talk, — Uiat the good 

itonio, the honest Antonio, O that I hu^a 

e good enough to keep his name compag^^- 
"^alar. Come, the full stop. 
'kdan. Ha,— what say*st thou? — Why the end 
\e hath lost a ship. 

liar. I would it might prove the end of his 
s! 

Ian. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 
my prayer ; for here he comes in the likeness 
ew. — 

Enter Shylock. 
ow, Shylock? what news among the mcr- 

You knew, none so well, none so well a^ 
my dau^hter*£; ^ight. 

E 2 
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Salar, That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Salan, And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Solar. There is more difference between thy flesh 
and hers, than between jet and ivory; more between 
your bloods, than there is between red wine and 
rhenish: — But tell us, do you hear whether An- 
tonio have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank- 
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on 
the Rialto ; — a beggar, that used to come so smug 
upon the mart; — let him look to his bond: he was 
wont to call me usurer; — let him look to his bond: 
he was wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy; 
— let him look to his bond, 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take his flesh ; Whafs that good for ? 

Shi/. To bait flsh withal : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced 
me, and hindered me of half a million ; laugned at 
my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated 
mine enemies ; and what's his reason? I am a Jew: 
Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, orsaiu, 
dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with the 
same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to 
the same diseases, healed by the same meanS) 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and sum- 
mer, as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do not we 
bleed ? if you tickle us, ao we not laugh ? if you 
poison us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, 
shall we not revenge ? if we are like you in the 
rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility? revenge; If > 
Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance 
Z;e 67 Christian example V why, revenge. Thevil- 
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l^Ji you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go 
hardy but I will better the instruction. 

Enter a Servant. 

'Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his 
house, and desires to speak with you both. 

Solar. We have been up and down to seek him. 

EfUer Tubal. 

Solan, Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. [Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant. 

iS%. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa ? 
hast thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond 
ffone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I 
never felt it tilt now: — two thousand ducats in 
that ; and other precious, precious jewels. — I 
would, my daughter were dead at my foot, and the 
jewels in her ear! 'would she were hears*d at my 
foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them? 
— Why, so: — and I know not what's spent in the 
search: Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone 
with so Jnuch, and so much to find the thief; and 
no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring, 
but what lights o* my shoulders ; no sighs, but o* my 
breathing ; no tears, but o* my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. — hath an argosy cost away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

S&y. Is it true? is it tvwe ? 

E 3 



42 MERCHANT OF VENICE. [ACT III. 

Tub. I Spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped the wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal; — Good news, 
good news: ha! ha! — Where? in Genoa? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 

Shy. Thoa stick'st a dagger in me: 1 shall 

never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a 
sitting ! fourscore ducats. 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditors 
in my company to Venice, that swear he cannot 
choose but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; Fll 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her! Thou torturest me, Tubal: 
it was my turquoise^; I had it of Leah, when I was 
a bachelor: I would not have given it for a wilder- 
ness of monkies. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that*s true, that's very true ; Go, 
Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight 
before : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; 
for were he out of Venice, I can make what mer- 
chandize I will : Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at 
our synagogue ; go, good Tubal ; at our syna- 
gogue. Tubal. [^Exewd. 

* A precious stone. 
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SCENE II. 



Belmont. A Room in Portia'^ House. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, 
and Attendants, The caskets are set out. 

Por. I pray you, tarry : pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard ; for in choosing wrong, 
I lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while : 
There s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 
I would not lose you ; and you know yourself. 
Hate counsels not in such a quality ; 
But lest you should not understand me well, 
(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 
I would detain you here some month or two. 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you, 
Hgw to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 
So will I never be : Beshrew your eyes, 
Tliey have o'er-look'd me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, Uie other half yours, — 
Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 
And so all yours : O ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 
And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so. 
Let fortune bear the blame of it, — not I. 
I speak too long ; but 'tis to peize ^ the time ; 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 
To stay you from election. 

Bcu, Let me choose ; 

For, as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio? then coufe^n 
What treason there is mingled with jout \o\e% 
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Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust. 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life 
'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

Por. Ay, but, I fear, you speak upon the rack. 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass, Promise me life, and 1*11 confess the truth. 

Por, Well then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Confess, and love, 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away then : I am lock'd in one of them ; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 
Let musick sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in musick ; that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 
And watVy death-bed for him : He may win ; 
And what is musick then ? then musick is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is. 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no less presence ^, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea- monster : I stand for sacrifice. 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 
Live thou, I live : — ^With much much more dismay 
J view the fight, than thou that mak*st the fray. 



Dignity ol mvcu. 



SCBNB II.] MERCHANT OF VENICeI 45 

Mustek f whilst Bassanio comments on the caskets 

to himself. 

SONG. 

1. Tell me, mhere is fancy ^ bredy 
Or in the hearty or in the head f 
Hou) begoty how nourished f 

Reply. 2. It is etigenderd in the eyeSy 

With gazing Jed ; and fancy dies 
In the crame where it lies : 
Let us all ring fancy s knell ; 

rU begin ity Ding dongy bell. 

All. Dingy dongy belL 

Bass. '-'So may the outward shows be least 
themselves ; 
The world is still deceiv*d with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, being season'd with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion. 
What dangerous error, but some sober brow 
WiU bless it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward searched, have livers white as milk ? 
And these assume but valour's countenance. 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you shall see 'tis purchased by the weight ; 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Making them lightest that wear most of it : 
So are those crisped ^ snaky golden locks, 

7 Love, * Cv\t\^* 
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Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, 
The scull that bred them, in the semilchre. 
Thus ornament is but the guiled ' shore 
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word. 
The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
'Tween man and man : but thou, the meagre lead, 
Which rather threat nest, than dost promise aught. 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 
And here choose I : Joy be the consequence ! 
Por, How all the other passions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair, 
And shuddVing fear and green-ey'd jealousy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy. 

In measure reign thy joy, scant this excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 
For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here ? 

[Openins the leaden casket* 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 
Seem they in motion ? Here are severed lips. 
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends: Here in her 

hairs 
Tlie painter plays the spider ; and hath woveii 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : But her eyes, — 
How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his. 
And leave itself unfurnished : Yet look, how far 

» TreacVierous. 
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The substance of my praise doth wrong tliis shadow 

In underprizing it, so far this shadow 

Doth limp behind the substance. — Here's the 

scroll. 
The continent and summary of my fortune, 

You that choose not by the viexa, 
Chance asjair, and choose as true ! 
Situe tkisjotfunejalh to you. 
Be content and seek no nexe. 
If you be well pleas'd with this. 
And hold your^rfune for your bliss, 
Turn you inhere your lady is, 
And claim, her viilh a loving kiss. 

A gentle scroll : — Fair lady, by your leave ; 

[Kissing her. 
I come by note, to give, antl to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 
Hearing applause, and universal shout, 
Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 
^ thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 
At doubtful whether what I see be true, 
Until confirni'd, sign'd, ratified by you. 

Par. You Bee me, lord fiassamo, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 
I»Dnld be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

ihit only to stand high on your account, 
' might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
£lceed account : but the full sum of me 
[•mm of eomethine; which, to term in gross, 
l* Ml unlesson'd girl, unsch oot'd, unptaclis A ■- 
H»/yy /n /A«, fheis iwt yei *o old 
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But she may learn ; and happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed. 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants. 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now. 
This house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this nng ; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love, 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass, Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 
And there is such confusion in my powers, 
As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 
Where every something, being blent * together. 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy. 
Expressed and not expressed : But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
O, then be bold to say, Bassanio*s dead. 

Ntr. My lord and lady, it is now our time^ 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper, 
To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord, and lady ! 

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 
For, I am sure, you can wish none from me : 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 

I B\etvdcd. 
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11 saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 

11 lovfdy I loy*d ; for intermission 

mote pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

iir fortmie stood upon the caskets there ; 

d so did mine too, as the matter falls : 

' wooine here, until I sweat again ; 

d swearing, till my very roof was dry 

th oaths of love ; at last, — if promise last, — 

ot a promise of this fair one here, 

have her love, provided that your fortune 

hiev'd her mistress. 

For. Is this true, Nerissa ? 

Wer. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd wilMI. 

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 

jrra. Yes, 'faith, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your 
marriage. 

Jra. But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his in- 
fidel. 

lat, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerio. 

Bass. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither ? 

hat the youth of my new interest here 

ve power to bid you welcome: — By your leave, 

id my very friends and countrymen, 

eet Irortia, welcome. 

^or. So do I, my lord ; 

ey are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour : — For my part, my 

lord, 
' purpose was not to have seen you here ; 
t meeting with Salerio by the way, 
did entreat me, past all saying nay, 
come with him along. 
Sale. I did, my lord, 

d I have r&ison for it Signior Antonio 
vmends him to you. [Gtves B ass A^io a letter. 

fL. III. p 
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Ba$s. Ere I ope this letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' stranger; bid her wd- 
come. 
Your hand, Salerio : What's the news from Venice? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 
I know he will be glad of our success ; 
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sale. Would you had won the fleece that he hath 
lost ! 

Por. There are some shrewd contents in jon' 
same paper. 
That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek : 
Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the worid 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse?— 
With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself. 
And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet I^nrtia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words. 
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady, 
When I did first impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ; 
And then I told you true : and yet, dear ladj, 
Rating myself at nothing, you snail see 
How much I was a braggart : When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told yoa 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 
I have engag'd myself to a dear friend, 
Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in it a ga\^\Tv^ 'woMwd> 
If9suing life-blood But \a \l Xrwe, ^vi\^r\o'^« 
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Have all his ventures fail'd ? What, not one hit ? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 
And not one vessel 'sc^>e the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sale. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had ' 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 
He would not take it : Never did I know 
A creature that did bear the shape of man. 
So keen and greedy to confound a man : 
He jfilies the duke at morning, and at night. 
And doth impeach the freedom of the state. 
If they den^ him justice : twenty merchants. 
The duke himself, and the magnificoes^ 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of fcnrfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him 
swear, 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen, 
That he would rather have Antonio*8 flesh. 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord. 
If law, authority, and power deny not. 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble? 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man. 
The best conditioned and unweary spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Par, What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me^ three thousand ducats. 

Por. What, no more ? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 

« Tibe chief men. 
F 2 
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Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through my Bassanio's fault. 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife : 
And then away to Venice to your friend ; 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over ; 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along : 
My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ; 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day. 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer'; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. — 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Reads.] Stveet Bassanioytny skips have aU 
miscarried, my creditors grotv cruel, my esiate is venf 
low, my bond to the Jew is forfeited; and since, in faff' 
ing it, it is impossible I should live, aU debts are 
cleared betxveen you and I, if I might but see you at 
my death: notwithstanding, use your jideasure: if 
your love do not persuade you to come, let not'wj 
letter. 

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste : but, till I come again, 
No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay. 
No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. 

SCENE III. 

Venice. A Street. 

Enter Smylock, Salanio, Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaoler, look to him ; — Tell not me (t 

mercy ; 

This is the fool that lent out money gratis ; — 
Gaoler, look to him. 

5 Face 
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Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. Ill have my bond; speak not against my 
bond; 
I have sworn an oath, that I will have my bond : 
Thou call'dst me dog, before thou had*st a cause : 
But since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder. 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond ^ 
To come abroad with him at his request. 
Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 
Shy. Ill have my bond; I will not hear thee speak : 
ni have my bond ; and therefore speak no more, 
ni not be made a soft and duU-ey d fool. 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 
ni have no speaking ; I'll have my bond. 

lExit Shylock. 
Solan. It is the most impenetrable cur, 
lliat ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

111 follow him no more with bootless prayers. 
He seeks mv life ; his reason well I know ; 
I oft deliver d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Solan. I am sure the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law ; 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 
Will much impeach the justice of the state ; 
Smce that the trade and profit of the city 
Connsteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 
These griefs and losses have so 'bated me, 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

^ Foolish. 

r 

F 3 
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Well, gaoler, on : — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not ! 

ZExemU, 



SCENE IV. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia'; House. 

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and 

Balthazar. 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your pre- 
sence. 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of you lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How true a gentleman you send relief. 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I know, you would be prouder of the work. 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love,. 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit : 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must need be like my lord; If it be so. 
How little is the cost I have bestow'd, 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish crueltv ? 
This comes too near the praising of myself; 
Therefore, no more of it : hear other thinj^ — 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbRndry and manage o^ m^ Uovise^ 
Until my lord's return •, for m\rvt o>nw v^xV^ 
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I liave toward heaven breatb'd a secret yow, 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended, by Nerissa here, 

Unnl her husband and my lord's return : 

Tliere is a monastery two miles off. 

And there we will abide. I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The which my loye, and some necessity. 

Now lays upon you. 

Lor, Madam, with all my heart ; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Par. My people do already know my mind. 
And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassamo and myself. 
So fiure you well, till we shall meet again. 
Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours attend on 

you. 
Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content. 
For, I thank you for your wish, and am well 
pleas'd 
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica. — 

lExeunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 
Kow, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true. 
So let me find thee still : Take this same letter;, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man. 
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario ; 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth give 

diee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common terry 
Vhich trades to Venice : — waste no time in words, 
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 
BM. Ma£un, I go with all convenient speed. 

lExUi 
Pw, Come on» Nerissa ; I have work ui ViosA, 
T^joujret know not of: we'll see out ^\>MBa«cA&^ 
^^^ they think of U8.^ 
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Ner. Shall they see us ? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager. 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
1*11 prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 
And speak, between the change of man and boy. 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device. 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. 

. lExeunt. 

SCENE V. 

A Garden. 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Launcelot. 

Lor. Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare for dinner. 

Laun. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. What a wit-snapper are you ! then bid them 
prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the 
word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir ? 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an in- 
stant ? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning : go to thy fellows ; bid them cover 
the table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in; for 

the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming 

in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and con- 

ceita shall govern. \J£mJL Launcelot. 

I^or. O dear discret'ioU) V\ow Vv\% v« ot^ «t^ ^Mt^V 
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le fool liath planted in his memory 
1 army of good words ; And I do know 
many fools, that stand in bettec place, 
imish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
B^ the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica ? 
aa now, good sweet, say thy opinion, 
ow dost uiou like the lord fiassanio's wife ? 
Jet. Fkttt all expressing : It is very meet, 
le lord Bassanio live an uprisht life ; 
»r, having such a blessing in his lady, 
e finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
id, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
reason he should never come to heaven, 
by, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
ad on the wager lay two earthly women, 
id Portia one, there must be something else 
iwn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Eith not her fellow. 

Lor* Even such a husband 

ist thou of me, as she is for a wife. 
Jet. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 
Lor* I will anon ; first, let us go to dinner. 
Jef. Nay, let me praise you, while I have a sto- 
mach. 
hor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ; 
len, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong other things 
ihall digest it. 
Jti. Well, I'll set you forth. \ExemX^ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

Venice. A Court of Justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes ; Antonio, Bas- 
sANio, Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio, tad 
others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant, Ready, so please your erace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to an- 
swer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant, I have heard. 

Your grace hath ta'en gpreat pains to quidify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obddntc^ 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd 
To suffer, With a quietness of spirit. 
The very tyranny and r^e of his. 

Duke. Go one, and ci£ the Jew into the court 

Solan. He's ready at the door: he comes, my 
lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too. 
That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt show thy mercy, and remorse^, more strange 
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is thy strange apparent cruelty : 
rhere^ thou now exact'st the penalty, 
h is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,) 
wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 
luch'd with humah gentleness and love, 
re a moiety of the principle ; 
ing an eye of pity on his losses, 
lave of late so huddled on his back ; 
^h to press a royal merchant down, 
»luck commiseration of his state 
brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never tirain'd 
ices of tender courtesy. 
1 expect a gentle answer, Jew. 
f. I have possess'd your grace of what I pur- 
pose; 
»y our holy Sabbath have I sworn, 
ve the due and forfeit of my bond : 

deny it, let the danger light 
your charter, and your city's freedom. 

ask me, why I rather choose to have 
ght of carrion flesh, than to receive 

thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 
ay, it is my humour ; Is it answer'd ? 
it my house be troubled with a rat, 

be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats' 
ve it baned? What, are you answer'd yet? 
men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 

that are mad, if they behcMd a cat ;— 
sre is no firm reason to be render'd, 
be cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
he, a harmless necessary cat ; 
D I give no reason, nor I will not, 
than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing, 
' Antonio, that I follow thus 
ing suit against him. Are you answer'd ? 

^ Whereas. 
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Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling nuuii 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my an- 
swer. 

Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love? 

Shi^. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy. What, would'st thou have a serpent sting 
thee twice ? 

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew: 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise. 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder?) 
His Jewish heart: — Therefore, I do beseech jou, 
Make no more offers, use no further means, 
But, with all brief and plain conveniency. 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here are sixi 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond* 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring 
none? 

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchased slave, 
-Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mulei» 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs r 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as youT«, and let their palates 
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Be season'd with such Tiands ? You will answer. 
The slaves are ours: — So do I answer vou: 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it : 
If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ? 

Duke* Upon my power, I may dismiss this court. 
Unless Beilario, a learned doctor, 
Whom I have sent for to determine this. 
Come here to-day. 

Salarm My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor. 
New come from Padua. 

DtJce Bring us the letters ; Call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? cou- 
rage vet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted weather of die flock, 
Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employed, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a Lainyers Clerk. 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Beilario ? 

Ner. From both, my lord; Beilario gpreets your 
grace. [Presents a Utter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly? 

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak*st thy knife keen ; but no metal can, 
Ko, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

^f No, none that thou hast wit enougViloxoakft. 

Om* O, be thou curst, inexorable 4og\ 

VOL, III, Q 
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And for thy life let justice be accused. 
Thou almost mak'st me waver in my fkithy 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit, 
Govem'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter, 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet. 
And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Shy, Till thou can'strail the seal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud ; 
Repair thy wit, good youui, or it will fisdl 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court : — > 
Where is he ? 

Ner, He attendeth here hard by, 

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart — some three or four 
of you. 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place.-— 
Mean time, the court shall hear Bellario's letter. 

[Clerk readsJ] Your grace shall undentand^ tkalf 
at the receipt of your letter y I am very sick; but in 
the instant that your messenger came, in loving vistt' 
ation tvas toith me a young doctor of Rome; hu name 
is Balthasar: I acquainted him ivith the cause in earn' 
troversy betxoeen the Jew and Antonio the merchant: 
tve turned o*er many books together: he isjumish'dxoitk 
mxj opinion; Mohicn, better d ivith his oxon learning^ 
(the greatness whereof I cannot enough commeMj) 
comes with himy at my importunity ^ to JUl ^p yoar 
grace* s request in my steaa, I beseech youy ^ let his 
Jack of years be no impediment to let him hick a iwf- 
rend estimation; for I never knew so young a body 
with so old a head, I leave him to your gradotu 
accep$anc€y whose trial ihaU better pubUsh Ati com* 
ffiendation. 
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Duke. You hear the leam*d Bellario, what he 
writes: 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come.— 

Enter Foktia^ dressed like a Doctor ofLaoa, 

Give me your hand ; Came you from old Bellario ? 

Por. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome: take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds Uiis present question in the court ? 

Por. I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

Por. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Por. Of a stranee nature is the suit you follow; 
Yet in such rule, meX the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn ^ you, as you do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger^, do you not ? 

[To Antonio. 

Ant. Ay, so he says. 

Por. Do you confess the bond? 

Ant. I do. 

Por. Then must the Jew the merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I? tell me that. 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
It droppeth, as 'the gentle rain from heaven, 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; 
It blesseth him that, gives, and him that takes : 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
Hie throned monarch better than his crown : 
His scepter shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, \ 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 
But mercy is above his scepter'd sway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

7 Oppose, 8 Reach or conUowX. 

G 2 
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It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God*8 

When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 

That, in the course of justice, none of us • 

Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy; 

And that same prayer doth teacn us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er. 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority: 
To do a great right, do a little wrong ; 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Por. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example. 
Will rush into the state ; it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Da- 
niel! — 
O wise young judge, how do I honour thee ! 

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money ofier'd 
thee. 

Shy An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heayen: 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 
No, not for Venice. 
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Par* Why, this bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant's heart: — Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth iq[>peary you are a worthy judge ; 
You know the law» your exposition 
Hath been most sound: I charge you by the law. 
Whereof you are a well deserving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear, 
Hiere is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

AnL Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Par. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife : 

Shy, O noble iudge ! O excellent young man ! 

Par. For the intent and purpose of the law 
H^th full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy, *Tis very true: O wise and upright judge ! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 

Por, Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy, Ay, his breast : 

.So says the bond ; — Doth it not, noble judge? — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por, It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
Hie flesh. 

Shy. I have them ready. 

Por, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge. 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy, Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

Par, It is not so expressed: But what of that ? 
Twere good you do so much for charity.. 

Shy, I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the boivd. 

Port* Come, merchant, have you any thm^U> «»:^'^ 

y/M/. But little; I am ana' A J and weW pTe\i«s'^* — 

G 3 
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Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom: it is still her use. 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio's end. 
Say, how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass, Antonio, I am married to a wife. 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world. 
Are not with me esteem'd above thy life : 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that. 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands: I have 
a daughter ; 
'Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian! 

lAtUe. 
^ We triBe time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

J'or, A pound of that «Qxne m«tc\v«xvt'« flesh ii 
thine ; 
J The court awards h, and \\\c\»w ^qnJcv ^\n^Vu 
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Gra, A second Daniel ! a Daniel, Jew ! ^ 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy for- 
feiture. 

Shy, Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Par, He hath refus'd it ki the open court ; 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel ! — 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy, Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothmg but the forfeiture 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it! 
I'll stay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry, Jew ; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 
If it be prov'd against an alien. 
That by direct, or indirect attempts. 
He seek the life of any citizen, 
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 
And the oiFender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st : 
For it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too, 
TIiou hast contrived against the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou hast incurred 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra, Beg, that thou may'st have leave to hang 
thyself: 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 
Thou hast not lefl the value of a cord ; 
Therefore, thou must be V\aT\^' A \\X\.Vv^ state's charget 



SCENE I.] MERCHANT OF VENICE. 6d 

Duke* That thou shalt see the difference of oiir 
spirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's ; 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that: 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, • 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por, What mercy can you render him, Antonio? 

Gra, A halter gratis ; nothing else, I hope. 

Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court. 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — to render it. 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : 
Provided, that he do record a gift. 
Here in die court, of all he dies possess'd, 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke, He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Por, Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou 
say? 

Shy, I am content. 

Por, Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy, I pray you, give me leave to go from hence : 
I am not well ; send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it. 

Duke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

\_Exit Shylock*. 
Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Por, I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward Padua, 
And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry, that your leisure setv<i.% ^Q>xk 
not 
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Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[Exeunt Duke, Magnificoesy and Train. 

Bass, Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof, 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant, And stand indebted, over and above, 
In love and service to you evermore. 

For, He is well paid, that is well satisfied ; 
And I, delivering you, am satisfied. 
And therein do account myself well paid ; 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me, when we meet again; 
I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass, Dear sir, of force I must attempt yon far- 
ther; 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, « 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por, You press me far, and therefore I will yidd. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake; 
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you :— 
Do not draw back your hand ; FU take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass, This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle; 
1 will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por, I will have nothing else but only this ; 
And now, raethinks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass, There's more depends on this, than on the 
value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you. 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por, I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 
You taught me first to beg ; and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a beggar should be answerU 

^/rss. Good sir, this rmgwas ^\\etv\ftft>B^Tecj^\fe: 
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And, when she-put it on, she made me vow, 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 
Fw* That 'souse serves many men to save their 
gifts; 
An if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And Imow how well I have deserv*d this ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, « 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 
let his deservings, and my love withal, 
Be valued 'gainst your wife's commandment. 

Bass. €ro, Grratiano, run and overtake him, 
Ghre him the ring ; and bring him if thou can'st, 
Unto Antonio's house : — away, make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently ; 
And in the morning early will we both 
^7 toward Belmont : Come, Antonio. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

Por. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this 
deed, 
And let him sign it, we'll away to-night. 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 



} 



Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken : 
My lord Bassanio, upon more advice ^, 

9 ReHecuon. 
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Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entrei 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully, 
And so, I pray you tell him : Furthermore, 
I pray you show my youth old Shylock's houM 

Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you 

I'll see if I can get my husband's ring, [ Toroh 
Which [ did make him swear to keep for ever, 

Por, Thou may*st, I warrant : We shall havi 
swearing. 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 
But we'll outface them, and outswear them to* 
Away, make haste ; thou know'st where I will t\ 

Ntr. Come, good sir, will you show me to 
house ? [jEjn 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I 

Belmont. Avenue to Portia'^ House. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor* The moon sliines bright : — In such a ni 
as this. 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the tree^ 
And they did make no noise ; in such a nigh' 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wp' 
And sigh'd his soul towdrd the Grecian tei 
Where Creasid lay that night. 



I 
It 
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Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew ; 
And 8aw the lion's shadow ere himself, 
And ran dismayed away. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Je$. In such a night, 

Hedea eather'd the enchanted herbs 
Tbat did renew old .£son. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew ; 
And with an unthrifl love did run from Venice, 
As &r as Belmont. 

Jet. And in such a night. 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well ; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith. 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night. 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Slanaer her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come : 
But, harky I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stephano. 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 

Steph. A friend. 

Lor. A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray 
you, friend ? 

SUph. Stephdno is my name ; and I bring word. 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her ? 

SUph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet returned ? 

VOL. rrr. w 
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Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him. — 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 



Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Laun. Sola ! did you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo ! sola, sola ! 

Lor^ Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Laun. Sola! where? where? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there's a post come from my 
master, with his horn full of good news ; my matler 
will be here ere morning. \fidt. 

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their 
coming. 
And yet no matter ; — Why should we go in? 
My friend Stephdno, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 
And bring your musick forth into the air. — 

[Exit STEPHANa 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the m'ght, 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica: Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright eold ; 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'it, 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins : 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, wc cannot hear it, — - 
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Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn : 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear, 
And draw her home with musick. 

Jes. I am never merry, when I hear sweet musick. 

[_ Mustek. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts. 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which 18 the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 
Or any air of musick touch their ears. 
You wall perceive them make a mutual stand. 
Their savage eyes tum'd to a modest ^aze, 
Br the sweet power of musick ; Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 

floods; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 
But musick for the time doth change his nature : 
The man that hath no musick in himself. 
Nor IS not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus : ' 
Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the musick. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa, at a distance* 

Por, That light we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Ner, When the moon shone, we did not see the 

candle. 
Por, Sb doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king, 
Until a king be by; and then his state 

H 2 
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Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Musick ! hark ! 

Ner. It is your musick, madam, of the house. 

Por, Nothing is good, I see, without respect; 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, macuuiL 
' Por* The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 
When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren* 
How many things by season season'd are 
To their right praise, and true perfection !» 
Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awak*d ! [Mtutdt ceauu 

Lor, That is the voice. 

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckoo. 
By the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

Por. ySle have been praying for our husbanck' 
welfare. 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words; 
Are they retum'd ? 

Lor, Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before, 
To signify their coming. 

Por. Go in, Nerissa> 

Give order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; — 
Nor you, Lorenzo ; — Jessica, nor you. 

[^ A tucket^ ioitndt. 

Lor, Your husband is at hand, I hear his 
trumpet : 
Wc are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

I A Hourish on a trumpet. 
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Pot. Itis night, methinks, is but the daylight 
8ick, 
It looks a little paler : 'tis a day. 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and their 

FoU&voers, 

Bass, We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

For, Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Bassanio so for me ; 
You are welcome home, my lord. 

Bass. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my 
friend. — 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 
To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to 
him. 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. I^r, you are very welcome to our house : 
It must appear in other ways than words, 
Therefore, I. scant this breathing courtesy.^ 

[Gratiano and Nerissa seem to talk apart, 

Gra. By yonder moon, I swear, you do me 
wrong ; 
In faith I gave it to the judge's clerk. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ? what's the matter ? 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose posy was 
For all the world, like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife, Love me, and leave me not, 

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value ? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till your hour of death \ 

« Verbal, complimentary form. 
H 3 
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And that it ghould lie with you in your grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 
You should have been Respective ^y and have kept it 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! — but well I know, 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face, that' 
had it. 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, — 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy. 
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk ; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee ; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with 
you. 
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger. 
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 
I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands ; 
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gradano^ 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 
An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand 0% 
And swear I lost the ring defending it. [^ Aside, 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his rins away 
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, 
Deserv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk. 
That took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine : 
And neither man nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por, What ring gave you, my lord? 

Not that, I hope, which you recciv'd of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

3 Regard^xiV. 
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I would deny it ; but you see, my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Ufntil I see the ring. 

Ner* Nor I in yours, 

nil I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring. 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring. 
And how unwillingly I left the ring. 
When naueht woiud be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

PoTm If you had known the virtue of the ring. 
Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 
Or your own honour to contain the ring. 
You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there so much unreasonable. 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 
Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 
I'll die for't, but some woman had the ring. 

BcLSS. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul. 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor. 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me. 
And ben'd the ring ; the which I did deny him 
And suffered him to so displeas'd away ; 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady? 
I was enforc'd to send it after him ; 
I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady ; 
For, by these blessed candles of the night. 
Had you been there, I think, you would na%.e be^^'d 
The ring of me to give the wottYvy AocVw* 
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Pot. Let not that doctor e'er come near my 
house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov*d. 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
I will become as liberal as you : 
I'll not deny him any thing I have, 
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 
Lie not a night from home; watch me, like 

Argus: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 
ni have that doctor for my bemellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well advised^ 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra, Well, do you so: let not me take him 
then. 

AnU I am the unhappy subject of these quarreli. 

Por. Sir, grieve not you : You are welcome nol^ 
withstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I see myself, 

Por, Mark you but that ! 

In both mine eyes he doubly sees himself: 
In each eye, one : — swear by your double self. 
And there's an oath of credit. 

Bfui. Nay, but hear me: 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth:^ 
Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

[ To Portia. 
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
W^ill never more break fkith advisedly. 

^ AdvB&Uge. 
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Par. Then you shall be his surety : Give him 
this; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this 
ring. 

Ba$s, By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor! 

Por. I had it of him. — You are all amaz'd : 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor : 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you, 
And but even now returned ; I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. — Antonio, you are welcome ; 
And I have better news in store for you. 
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 
There ypu shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant. I am dumb. 

JBoM. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not? 

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 

Ner. Ay; but the clerk that never means to do it. 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

B<u$. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow ; 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

AnU Sweet lady, you have given me life, and 
livmg; 
For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Por, How now, Lorenzo ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Ner, Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.-* 
There do I give to you, and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew a special deed of gift. 
After his death, of all he dies possessed of« 
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LfJTn Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Pot. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am sure, you are not yet satisfied 
Of these events at full : Let us go in ; 
And charge us there upon inter'gatories, 
And we mil answer all things faithfully. {ExeiuA. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duke, living in exile. 

Frederick, brother to the Duke^ and usurper of his 

dominions. 
Amiens, \ Lords attending upon the Duke in kit 
Jaques, j banishment. 

Le Beau, a courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Charles, his torestler. 
Oliver, 1 

Jaques, > sons of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, J 

Denn/s, }*^<^riU to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a Gown. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Vicar. j 



Sr^s. } «^«*- 



William, a country fdUm^ in love with Audrey. 
A Person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia, daughter to Frederick. 
Phebe, a Siepherdess. 
Audrey, a country girl. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes; Pages f Forederh 

and other Attendants. 

The Scene liesy Jirst, near Olivers House: qftef' 
wards, partly in the Usurpers Courts and pof^ ff 
in the Forest of Ardien. 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

An Orchard near Oliver'^ House* 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orlando, As I remember, Adam, it was upon thii 
fashion bequeathed me: By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns ; and, as thou say'st, charged my brother, 
on his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins 
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at 
school, and report speaks goldenly of his profit : 
for my part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to 
speak more properly, stays me here at home un- 
kept : For call you that keeping for a gentleman 
€f£ my birth, that differs not from the stalling of an 
ox ? His horses are bred better ; for, besides that 
they are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
tfaeir manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : 
but I, his brother, gain nothing under nim but 
growtJi ; for the which his animals on his dunghills 
are as much bound to him as I. Besides, this no- 
thing that he so plentifully gives me, the some- 
thing that nature gave me, his countenance seems to 
take from me : he lets me feed with his Ku\d&^V^«s% 
me the place of a brother, and, as mucYv «i:& m\v\m 
lies, wines my gentility with my educaXivoti. 'YVvsaV* 

VOL* III. I 
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it, Adam, that grieves me ; and the spirit of my 
father, which I think is within me, begins to mutiny 
against this servitude : I will no longer endure it, 
though yet I know no wise remedy how to avoid it 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Gro apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. 

OIL Now, sir, what make you here ? ' 

OrL Nothing; I am not taught to make any 
thine. 

07t. What mar you then, sir ? 

OH. Marry, sir, I am helping vou to mar that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of youn, 
with idleness. 

Olu Marry, sir, be better employ*d, and be naught 
awhile. 

OrL Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them ? What prodigal portion have I spent, duU I 
should come to such penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir ? 

OrL O sir, very well : here in your orchard* 

OIL Know you before whom, sir ? 

OrL Ay, better than he I am before knows meb 
I know you are my eldest brother ; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me : Tlw 
courtesy of nations allows you my better, in thst 
you are the first-bom ; but the same tradition takei 
not away my blood, were there twenty brothers 
betwixt us : I have as much of my father in me, ai 
you ; albeit, I confess, your coming before me ii 
nearer to his reverence. 

OIL What, boy ! 

OrL Come, come, elder brother, you are toe 
^oung in this. 

> What do youVvettt? 



aCXKB I.] AS YOU LIKE IT. 87 

Olu Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

OrL I am no villain 3, I am die yomigest son 
of sir Rowland de Bois ; he was my father^ and he 
is thrice a villain, that says, such a father begot 
villains : Wert thou not my brother, I would not 
take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pulled out thy tongue for saying so; thou hast 
railed on thyself. 

Adam* Sweet masters, be patient ; for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord. 

(Hu Let me go, I s^. 

Orl, I will not till I please : you shall hear me. 
My £ither charged you m his will to give me good 
educaticMd : you nave trained me like a peasant, ob- 
scuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like quali- 
ties : the spirit of my father erows strong in me, and 
I will no longer endure it ; therefore allow me such 
exercises as may become a gentleman, or give me 
the poor allottery my father left me by testament: 
with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

Olu And what wilt thou do ? beg, when that is 
spent ? Welly sir, get you in : I will not long be 
troubled with you: you shall have some part of 
your will : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl, I will no nirther o£Pend you than becomes 
me for my good. . 

Olu Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. — God be with my 
old master ! he would not have spoke such a word. 

[Exeunt Orlando and Adam. 
' Olu Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me ? 
I will physick your rankness, and yet give no thou- 
sand crowns neither. Hola, Dennis ! 

• A^Uain 18 used in a double sense; by Oliver for a 
worthless fellow^ and by Orlando for a man of base ex- 
traction. 

1 2 
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Enter Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship ? 

OIL Was not Charles, the duke's wrestler, here 
to speak with me ? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the doory and 
importunes access to you. 

Olu Call him in. [Exit Dennis.] — 'Twill be a 
good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 

Oli. Good monsieur Charles ! — what's the new 
news, at the new court ? 

Cha. There's no news at the court, sir, but the old 
news ; that is, the old duke is banish'd by his younger 
brother the new duke ; and three or four loymff lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile witn hiniy 
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke; 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 

OIL Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke's daugh- 
ter, be banished with her father ? 

Cha. O, no, for the duke*s dauehter, her cousii^ 
so loves her, — being ever from Uieir cradles bred 
together, — that she would have followed her ezile^ 
or have died to stay behind her. She is at the court, 
and no less beloved of her uncle than his own 
daughter ; and never two ladies loved as they dob 

(ML Where will the old duke live ? 

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they lire 
like the ola Robin Hood of England: they say, many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day ; and fled 
the time carelessly, as they did in the golden worid. 

OIL What, you wrestle to-morrow before the nev 
duke? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir ; and I came to acquaint 

you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to uDde^ 

stand, that your younger brother, Orlando, hath t 

disposition to come in disguWd a^^xv&t me to try a 
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fiill: To-morrow, kit, I wrestle for my credit; and 
he tfaat escapes me without some broken limb, shBlI 
acquit him well. Your brother h but young, and 
tender; and, for your love, J would be loath to foil 
him, ae 1 muBt, for my own honour, if he come in : 
therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither to 
acquaint you withal ; that either you might stay 
bim from his intendment, or brook such disgrace 
well as he shall run into ; in that it is a thing of his 
)wn search, and altogether against my wiU. 

OIL Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 

whicb thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I 

had myself notice of my brother's purpose herein, 

uid have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 

him from it ; but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles, 

"t is the Blubbornest young fellow of France ; full 

ofambition, an envious emulator of every man's good 

parts,a secret and villainous contriver against raehis 

dMutbI brother ; therefore use thy discretion ; I had 

U lief thou didst break his neck as his finger: And 

ihou werl best look to'l ; for if thou dost him any 

, iligbt disgrace, or if he do not mightily grace him- 

I Klf on thee, he will practise against thee by poison, 

I entrap ihce by some treacherous device, and never 

I luie thee till he hath ta'en thy life by some indirect 

I metns or other; for, 1 assure tliee, and almost with 

1 lean 1 speak it, there is not one so young and so 

I 'iHiinous this day living. I speak hut brotherly of 

I luni; but should 1 anatomize him to thee as he is, 

I I niu*t blush and weep, and thou must look pale and 

j ivader 

1 Cha, I am heartily glad I came hither to you : 
I If lir come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment : If 
I «» he go atone again, I'll never wrestle for prize 
I "Ore! And so, heaven keep your worshipl [_Exit. 
I OU. Fiirewell,goodCharles.— Nowwilllstirthis 
I pB^Uu^: I hope I shall ace an end of him ; for 

I ' f'roWtfcsomc follow. 
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my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more 
than he. Yet he's gentle ; never school'd, and yet 
learned ; full of noble device ; of all sorts^ endumt- 
ingly beloved ; and, indeed, so much in the heart of 
the world, and especially of my own people, who 
best know him, that I am altogether misprised: but 
it shall not be so long ; this wrestler shall clear all: 
nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, 
which now Til go about. [EsiL 



SCENE II. 

A Lawn before the Duke'« Palace* 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

CeL I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coi, be 
merry. 

Ros, Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I tm 
mistress of: and would you yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished 
father, you must not learn me how to remember anj 
extraordinary pleasure. 

CeL Herem, I see, thou lovest me not with' the 
full weight that I love thee : if my uncle, thy ba- 
nished father, had banished thy uncle, the dulce mj 
father, so thou hadst been still with me, I could 
have taught my love to take thy father for mine ; 
so would'st thou, if the truth of thy love to me were 
so righteously temper*d as mine is to tliee. 

Ro8. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, 
to rejoice in yours. 

CeL You know, my father hath no child but l 
nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir : for what he hath taken svar 

* OfaUtaiiks. 
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firom th^ father perforce, I will render thee again 
in affection ; by mine honour, I will ; and when I 
jyreak that oaUi, let me turn monster : therefore, 
my sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Rom* From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
iports ; let me see ; What think you of falling in 
We? 

Cd, Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make sport withal : 
bat love no man m good earnest ; nor no further in 
sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may'st in honour come o£P again. 

Ros. What shall be our sport then ? 

Cd, Let us sit and mock the good housewife, 
Fortune, from her wheel, that her gifls may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros^ I would, we could do so ; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind wo- 
man doth most mistake in her gifb to women. 

Cd, 'Tis true : for those, that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honest ; and those, that she makes 
hoD^ she makes very ill-&vour*dly. 

Ro$. Nay, now thou goest from fortune's office 
to nature's : fortune reigns in gifls of the world, not 
in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone. 

Cd No ? When nature hath made a fair creature, 
nay she not by fortune fall into the fire ? — Though 
otture hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath 
not fortune sent in this fool to cut o£P the argu- 
ment? 

Ros, Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature ; 
when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off 
of nature's wit. 

CeL Peradventure, this is not fortune's work nei- 
ther, but nature's : who perceiving our natural wits 
too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this 
natural for our whetstone: for always l\\e &\Aii*&%» 
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of the fbd is the wfaetrtone ef his witi.*«-BQfir 
wit? iriiither wander you? 

ToudL Miitress^ yea must eome mtmy tm 
father. 

CeL Were jaa made the mgiscingsr ? 

Touch. N09 bj mine honour; hSt I 
come for you. 

Roi* miere learned jrou that oath, ibol? 

ToudL Of a certain lmi(^ tiiat awofe kf tk 
honour they were good pancakes^ and sworahy Mi 
honour the mustard was nan^: now, ni stanlJa 
it, the pancakes were naug^ and the nmataidms 
good; lud yet was not the knight fonwesa. 

CeL How nnnre you that, in the groat ' 
your knowledge ? 

Ro$. Ay^ marry; now unmuude your 

ToudL Stand you both forth now: 
chins, and swear by your beards Aat I am a ...^_, 

CeL By ourbeardb»ifweliadthemytlidBeMs.<.'' 

ToudL By my knavery, if I had it, dien I Mifii: 
but if you swear by that that is not, yoa am 
forsworns no more was this knight, swearii^ hj 
honour, for he never had any; oritf he had^ ha 
sworn it away, before ever he saw those paneriv 
or that mustard. 

CeL IVythee, who is't that thou mean*st? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your 
loves. 

CeL My fiither^s love is enough to hooov 
Enough I qpeak no more of him ; youU be wUpftt 
for taxation*, one of these days. 

TtmdL The more pity, that fools may nol spsRk 
wisely, what wise men ae foolishly. 

Cd. By my troth, thou sa/st true: for siaoaip 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced, tha Ml 
foolery, that wise men have, makes a groat sbifc | 
Here cmnes Bfonsieur Le Bean. 
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Enter Le Beau. 

!m. With his mouth full of news* 
e/. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
r young. 

osm Then shall we be news-cramin*d. 
eL All the better ; we shall be the more mar- 
ble. J^onj'otfr, Monsieur Le Beau : What's the 
I? 

e Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
t. 

0/. Sport ? Of what colour ? 
e Beau, What colour, madam ? How shall I 
ret you ? 

OS* As wit and fortune will. 
oui^. Or as the destinies decree. 
eL Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel. 
e Beaum You amaze me, ladies ; I would have 
you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
tof. 

OS* Yet tell us' the manner of the wrestling. 
e Beau, I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
se your ladyships, you may see the end ; for the 
is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they are 
ing to perform it. 

d. Well,— the beginning, that is dead and 
ed* 
e Beau, There comes an old man, and his three 

eL I could match this beginning with an old 

e Beau, Three proper young men, of excellent 

Fth and presence ; 

OS. With bills on their necks,— -J9e ii known 

► aU men by these presents^ 

e Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
rles, the duke's wrestler ; which Charles in a 
3ent threw him, and broke three of his nb&^Xh'aX. 
e is little hope of life in him : so he served, \ltie 
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second, and 80 the third : Yonder the^ lie ; the poo 
old man, their father, making such pitiful dole ove 
them, that all the beholders take his part witi 
weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch, But what is the sport, monsieur, that tfaf 
ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak ofl 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every dav ! it 
is the first time that ever I heard, breaking of libs 
was sport for ladies. 

CeL Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
musick in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking ? — Shall we see this wrestlins, comm? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here : for hereii 
the place appointed for the wrestling, and thqru^ 
ready to perform it. 

CeL Yonder, sure, they are coming : Let ui now 
stay and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Or- 
lando, Charles, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not be 
entreated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks succcM" 
fully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? ut 
you crept hither to see the wrestling. 

Ros. Ay, my liege ! so please you give us leaffr 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I cm 
tell you, there is such odds in the men : In piw of 
the challenger's youth, I would fain dissuade hiin» 
but he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies; 
see if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hitYier, ^QodL^Qi<NSL^>!a\ABeaiL 
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Duie F. Do 80; Fllnotbeby. [Duke goes e^rt. 
Le Beau, Monsieur the challenger, the prin- 
ses call for vou. 

7rL I attend them, with all respect and duty. 
iosm Young man, have you challenged Charles 
wrestler? 

ML No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
Ker : I come but in, as others do, to try with him 
strength of my youth. 

lA Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
your years : You have seen cruel proof of this 
I's strength ; if you saw yourself with your eyes, 
aiew yourself with your judgment, me fear of 
r adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
srprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to 
irace your own safety, and give over this at- 
pt. 

los. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not 
efore be misprised : we will make it our suit to 
duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 
irL I beseech you, punish me not with your 
I thoughts ; wherein I confess me much guilty, 
eny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But 
rour fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me 
ly trial ; wherein if I be foiled, there is but one 
aed that was never gracious ; if killed, but one 
I that is willing to be so : I shall do my friends 
rrong, for I have none to lament me ; the world 
ijury, for in it I have nothing ; only in the world 
up a place, which may be better supplied when 
^e made it empty.. 

M. The little strength that I have, I would it 
with you. 

jL And mine, to eke out hers. 
Ttm Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived 
m! 

jL Your heart's desires be with you. 
MI. Come, where is this young gallai\t> tViaX. \& 
wrous to lie with hie mother earth? 
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OH. B«B^, 

Dtiia F. Yoa dull tiy bnt oue M. 



tk^ 



Ciii. No, I warrant your gnoe ; you vSI^B^ 
entreat him to a Kcond, that narc so mightily pet ' 
suaded him from a firsL 

OrL You mean to mock me after ; you shoi^ 



not have mocked me befiire : bitt 



your woyi, 



Sot. Now, Herculei be thy apted, youn^ man ! 

Cel, I would I were inviaiue, In catch the strong 
fellow by the lu. [CHARiAaoMf Orlando lureitJt. 

Am. ezceltent youns nmi I- 

CtL IflhadathondenraltmiiiiiiaejnleMlA 
who dtoold down. tCBAXUW U Hu mm. jtak 

DtAe F. No tnon^ no nuve. 

OH. Yes, I beseech your gnuwt lam Mfcjlt 
well breathed. 

Dvke F. How doit thou, Charlea? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. . , 

DvlteF. Bear faim away. [Craklu w farMa£ 
What is thy name, young man? 

OH. Orlando, my liege ; the youngert ecn of A 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would thou hadst been aon ta. tmt 
man else. 
The world esteem'd tlnr &ther faononnble^. ' 
But I did find him still mine enemy: 
Tliou shouldst hare better pleas'd me witb llii|<BJ. 
Hadst thou descended fnm another hooae. 
But fkre thee well { thou art a gallant yooth t 
I would thou hadst told me of another ftthar. 

{_Esai7ii Duie Fred. Trau, and L> bilk 

CeL Were I my fkther, coz, would I do this? 

Orl. I am more proud to be sir Roiriand^ mm, 
His youngest sou; — and would not chn^ Atf 

calling, 
To be adopted neir to Frederick. ■ ■ i 

Rot. My iather lov'd sir Rowland a« hk aoA 
And all the world was of my father'a mind; 
Had I before known ttui -jwm^ mu.'\fla wb. 
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[ should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Bre he should thus have ventured. 

CeL Gentle cousin. 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 
My &ther*s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv'd : 
If you do keep your promises in love, 
But justly, as you have exceeded promise. 
Your mistress shall be happy. 
Ros, Gentleman, 

[^Giving him a chain Jrom her neck. 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 

means. — 
Shall we go, coz ? 
CeL Ay: — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

OrL Can I not say, T thank you ? My better 
parts 
Are all thrown down ; and that which here stands 

up. 
Is but a quintain^, a mere lifeless block. 
Rot, He calls us back : My pride fell with my 
fortunes : 
ni ask him what he would: — Did you call, sir? — 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 
Cd, Will you go, coz ? 

Ros, Have with you : — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 
(hi. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue ? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau. 

poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 

^ The object to dart at in martial eiietc\fiei%. 

yOL. HI. K 
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Le Beau. Grood sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv*d 
High commendation, true applause, and love ; 
Yet such is now the duke's condition,^ 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed, 
More suits, you to conceive, thaiwne to speak of. 

OrL I thank you, sir : and, pray vou,teU me this; 
Which of the two was daughter or the duke 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners ; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish'd duke, 
And here detained by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta*en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece; 
Grounded upon no other argument. 
But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father's sake : 
And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well ; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

OrL I rest much bounden to you : fare you wdl 

{_Exit Le Beav. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : — 
But heavenly Rosalind ! [£xtf. 

7 Temper, disposition. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in the Palace, 

Enter Celia and Rosalind. 

[W. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind; — Cupid have 

rcy ? — Not a word ? 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be cast 

hj upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come, 

le me with reasons. 

Has,, Then there were two cousins laid up; when 

( one should be lamed with reasons, and the other 

d without any. 

Cd, But is aU this for your fiather ? 

Has. No, some of it for my father's child : O, 

w fall of briars is this working-day world ! 

Id. 'Hiev are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee 

loliday roolery; if we walk not in the trodden 

IS, our very petticoats will catch them. 

oim I could shake them off my coat ; these burs 

n my heart. 

^. Hem them away. 

^. I would try; if I could cry hem, and have 

'. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

. O, they take the part of a oetter wrestler 

lyself. 

O, a good wish upon you ! — But, turning 

^ts out of service, let us talk in good earnest: 

ssible, on such a sudden, you should fall into 

g a liking with old sir Rowland's youngest 

rhe duke my father lov'd his father dearly. 
>oth it therefore ensue, that yoMftUox^^V^^^ 
}ar]y? By this kind of c^aafe,! Aioxsi^^^^^ 

K 2 
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him, for my father hated his father dearly; yet I 
hate not Orlando. 

Ros. No ; hate him not, for my sake. 

CeL Why should I not? dotn he not desenre 
well ? 

Ros, Let me love him for that ; and do you lore 
him, because I do: — Look, here coines the duke. 

CeL With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, idth Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste, 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle ? 

Duke F, You, coutiii; 

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our publick court as twenty miles. 
Thou diest for it. 

Ros. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself I hold intelligence. 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle, 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn. 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors; 

If their purgation did consist in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itself: — 
Lttt it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor: 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father s daughter, there'* 
enough. 

Ros. So was I, when your highness took hi| 
dukedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banish'd him : 
Treason is not inhented, m'j \otd% 
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Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor ; 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cd, Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stayed her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

CeL I did not then entreat to have her stay. 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse :^ 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now 1 know her : if she be a traitor, 
Why so am I ; we still have slept together. 
Rose at an instant, learn'd, play*d, eat together ; 
And wheresoever we went, like Juno's swans. 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Di^e F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
smoothness. 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and tliey pity her. 
lliou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 

virtuous. 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd. 

CeL Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege ; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke jP. You are a fool : — You, niece, provide 
yourself; 
If you outHBtay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords. 

Cd, O mv poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am. 

Roi. I have nu)re cause. 

^ Compassion. 
K 3 



102 AS YOU LIKE IT. [ACT I. 

CeL Thou hast not, cousm; 

Pr'ythee, be cheerful : know*8t thou not, the duke 
Hath banlsh'd me his daughter ? 

Ros. ' That he hath not 

CeL No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet g^i ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out ; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst. 111 go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shwl we go ? 

Cd, To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

CeL ril put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber ^ smirch my face ; 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-ax * upon my thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a swashing- and a martial outside; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
Tliat do outface it with their semblances. 

CeL What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 

Ros. I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own 
page, 

^ A dusky, yellow-coloured eartl^ » Cutlas. . 

< Swaggering. 
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Jid therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 
>ut what will you be call'd ? 

CeL Something that hath a reference to my state ; 
^o longer Celia, but Aliens 

Ros. But,' cousin, what if we assayed to steal 
the clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL .Hell go along o*er the wide world with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let's away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 

After my flight : Now go we in content, 

To liberty, and not to banishment. [^Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

The Forest of Arden, 



^nter Duke Seniovj Amiens, and other Lords, in 
the dress of Foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile. 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
^W that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difference ; as, the icy fang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Uliich when it bites and blows upon m^ bod^ ^ 
hen till I shrink with cold, I smile, at\4 fta^> — 
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This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
That feelinely persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are me uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly and vencmious, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds toneues in trees, books in the running brooby 
Sermons m stones, and eood in every thing. 

Ami, I would not change it: Happy is your 
grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S, Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,— 
Bein^ native burghers of this desert ci^, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads* 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 
That from the hunters* aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord. 
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coit 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

^ Barbed arrowb. 
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Duke S. But what said Jaques ? 

Did he- not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O; yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak*st a testament 
As toorldlinss do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much .* Tlien, being alone, 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friends ; 
*Tis rights quoth he ; thus misery doth part 
Thejlux of company : Anon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him ; Ay^ quoth Jaques, 
Sweep (Wf, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
*Tisjust the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Vwm that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Tnus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court. 
Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that wc 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse 
To friffht the animals, and to kill them up, 
In their assigned and native dwelling place. 
Duke jS. And did you leave him in this contem- 
plation ? 
2 Lord, We did, my lord, weeping and com- 
menting 
Cpon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S, Show me the place ; 

I love to cope ^ him in these sullen fits. 
For then he s full of matter. 
2 Lord, ril bring you to him straight. [^Exeunt. 

* Encounter. 
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SCENE II. 

A Room in the Palace* 

Enter Duke Frederick^ Lords, and AUeudt 

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man 
them? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord* I cannot hear of any that did see h 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 
Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning eariy. 
They found the bed untreasur'd of Uieir mistr 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish^ down, at i 

so oft 
Your grace was wont to laueh, is also missiiii 
Hesperia, the princess* genUewoman, 
Confesses, that she secretly o'er-heard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commeiM 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 
Duke F* Send to his brother ; fetch that gj 

hither ; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
ril make him find him : do this suddenly ; 
And let not search and inquisition quail ^ 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Ei 

^ Scurvy. <> Sink into dejection. 
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SCENE 111. 

Before Oliver'^ Howe. 

Enter Orlando aittf Adam, meeting* 

ki. Who's there ? 

[dam. What! my young master? — Oy my gentle 

master, 
ny JBweet master, O you memory ^ 
)ld sir Rowland ! why, what make you here ? 
Y are you virtuous? Why do people love you? 
i wherefore are you gentle, strong, and vabant? 
y would you be so fond ^ to overcome 
I bony prizer of the humorous duke ? 
ir praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
m you not, master, to some kind of men 
ir graces serve them but as enemies ? 
more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master, 
sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
ipfaat a world is this, when what is comely 
enoms him that bears it ? 
ki. Why, what's the matter ? 
[dam. O unhappy youth, 

le not within these doors ; within this roof 
! enemy of all your graces lives : 
ir brotne^ — (no, no brother ; yet the son — 
not the son ; — I will not call nim son — 
lim I was about to call his father,) — 
h heard your praises ; and this night he means 
bum the lodging where you use to lie, 
I you within it : if he fail of that, 
will have other means to cut you off: 
erheard him, and his practices, 
s is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
lor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

7 Memorial. -s IncoimdeT^le 



108 AS YOU LIKE ITi [ACT I 

OrL Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have n 
go? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not her 

OrL What, wouldst thou have me go and be 
my food ? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood ^, and bloody brother. 

Adam* But do not so: I have five hundre 
crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father, 
Which I aid store, to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty: 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

OrL O good old man ; how well in thee appeti 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 

^ Blood turned from \ls tv?k\.\iT?\ ^Q)>ttvi. 
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n lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 
)ut come thy ways, well go along together ; 
knd ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
¥e11 light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, ^o on ; and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 
Tom seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
lere lived I, but now live here no more. 
it seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 
(ut at fourscore, it is too late a week : 
Tet fortune cannot recompense me better, 
lian to die well, and not my master's debtor. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The Forest o/* Arden. 

]nter Rosalind in Boys clothesy Celia drest like 
a Shepherdess^ and Touchstone. 

Ros. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
ot weary. 

Ros. I could find in m^ heart to disgrace my 
lan's apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must 
3mfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose 
light to show itself courageous to petticoat : there- 
»re, courage, good Aliena. 

CiL I pray you, bear with me ; I can go no 
irther. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with jrou, 
lan bear you : yet I should bear no cross ^ if I 
id bear you : for, I think, you have no money 
. your purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool 

» A piece of money stamped with a cross. 

VOL, III. L 
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■ 

I ; when I was at hmne, I was in a betted' fHte; 
but traTeUers moiit be content. ' 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone :— LiteV tH 
who comes here ; a yoong man and an flU( k 
solemn talk. 

■ ■ 

Ewier Corih mtd SiLvnnu 

Car, That is the wayto make her scom JMSA 
Sa. OCorh^thatthonknew'Sthai^IdokNWlMvl 
Car. I partly gnes^t; fiir I ha^ los'd e»a MM 
SiL No, Corin, beine old, thoa tisost noC g«M 
Thoi]{^ in thy youth tnou wast as tme a lover 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so^) 
How many actions most ridicnloas 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy ftntasy ? 
Cor. Into a thousand that 1 have ibraottn. 
StL O, thou didst then ne'er lOve so heardiy t 
If diou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into^ 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou ha^jt not sat as I do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' pmisej 
Thou hast not lov'd : 

Or if thou hast not broke from company, % 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not Wd : O Fhebe, Fhebe^ Hiahel 

[jEdkSiLvm 
Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of tfaj wsmJi 
I have by hard adventure found my own. 

Touch. And I mine : We, that are tme Isffcni 

run into strange ciqpers ; but as all is mortal in is* 

ture, so is all nature in love mortal in folly. 

Ros, Thou speak'st wiser,^than thou art ^vaieiC 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine omi 

wit, till I hresk my shins against it. 

^os. Jove! Jove I t]iuA £eo\i«c^% 

Is much upon my fa&moik. 
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Touch. And mine ; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

CM. I pray you, one of you question yond man, 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I &int almost to death. 

Touch. Holla ; you, clown ! 

Ros^ Peace, fool, he's not thy kinsman. 

Cor^ Who calls ? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say : — 

Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment. 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppressed. 
And fJEunts for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own. 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
But I am shepherd to another man, 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition. 
And little recks ^ to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed. 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
Tnat you will feed on : but what is, come see. 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 
Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and 

pasture ? 
Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 

52 Cares. 

h 2 
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Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shall have to pay for it of us. 

CeL And we will mend thy wages : I like this 
place. 
And willingly would waste my time in it. 

Cor, ^suredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you like, upon report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be. 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. lEseuni. 



SCENE V. 

The same* 
Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others. 

SONG. 

Ami. Under the greenwood treey 
Who loves to lie toith me. 
And tune his merry note. 
Unto the sxveet bird's throaty 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy, 
But xcinter and rough toeather, 

Jag. More, more, I pr'ythee, more. 

Ami, It will make you melancholy, monaieur 
Jaques. 

Jag. I thank it. More, I pr ythee, more. I can 
suck melancholy out of a song, as a weazel sucks 
eggs : More, I pr'ythee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged^; I know, I caimoc 
please you. 

-* /lagged and rugged had Cotmf^tXx \^<i '^ass^^ taetning. 
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Jaq, I do not desire you to please me, I do de- 
ure you to sing: Come, more; another stanza: 
Call you them stanzas ? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques ? 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing ? 

AmL More at you request than to please myself. 

Jaq, Well, then, if ever I thank any man, Fll 
thank you ; but that they call compliment, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes ; and when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your tongues. 

Ami, Well, 1 11 end the song. — ; Surs, cover the 
idiile ; the duke will drink under this tree : — he 
hath been all this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all tms day to avoid him. 
He is too dispiitable ^ for my company : I think of 
as many matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks, 
and make no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. 

Who doth ambkum ihuriy [All together here* 
And laoes to live t* the sun. 
Seeking the food he eatSj 
AndjSeas^d toith xohat he getSy 
Come hither y come hither^ come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy ^ 
Bui winter and rough toeather, 

Jaq, ni give you a verse to this note, that I 
made yesterdsn^ in despite of my invention. 
Amu And HI sing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes : 

* Disputadoiis. 

L S 
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^k do come to passy 
That any man turn ass^ 
Leaving his xjoeaUh and eascy 
A stubSom wiU to please^ 
Ducddmej ducddme^ aucddme; 
Here shall he seCy 
Gross fools as he, 
An if he will come to me. 

Ami. What's that ducd^mef 

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. Ill go sleep if I can ; if I cannot, 1*11 nil 
against all the first-bom of Egypt. 

Ami. And Til go seek the duke ; his banquet it 
prepar*d. \ExeunJk severafy 



SCENE VI. 

The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further : 0, 1 
die for food ! Here lie I down, and measure out my 
grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in 
thee ? live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyself 
a little : If this uncouth forest yield any thing sa- 
vage, I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to 
thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. 
For my sake be comfortable; hold death awhile 
at the arm's end : I will here be with thee presently ; 
and if I bring thee not something to eat. 111 give 
thee leave to die: but if thou diest before I come, 
thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said ! thoo 
look'st cheerly: and I'll be with thee quickly.-- 
Yet thou Jiest in the bleak air : Come, I will bear 
t/wc to some shelter ; aud \\vo\i ^"aNx. wA. die for 
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lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this 
desert. Cheerly, good Adam ! [^ExeunU 



SCENE VII. 

The same, 

A Table set out. Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, 

Lords, and others* 

Duke S, I think he be transformed into a beast ; 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord, My lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars ^, grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres : — 
.Go, seek him ; tell him, I would speak with him. 



Enter Jaques. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own ap- 
proach. 

Duke S, Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life 
is this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! 1 met a fool i' the forest, 

A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun, 

And raird on lady Fortune in good terms. 

In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 

Good morraooyjbol, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he. 

Call me not fool, tUl heaven hath sent me fortune : 

And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Sayg, very wisely. It is ten o clock : 

•> Made up of discords. 
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Tkiu we may tfg, qnoth he, ktm timyoM fmgwi * 
^Ti$ Imt an hour ago, Mce U Mof mur^' 
And afkt an hour niore, 'tmB be eleven / 
And so,jftvm hour to hour, we r^ and ripe^ 
And thenyfrom hour to hour, me rot and rot. 
And thereoy hangs a tale, "When I did hear 
The motley fool thus mmral on the time, 
M J lungs began to crow Uke chantideer, . 
That fook should be so deep-contenq^latiTe : 
And I did lauph, sans intermissioD, 
An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 
A worthy feol ! Motlejr's the obIj wear.^ 

Ihike S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool!— One that hadi bmkM 
courner ; 
And says, if ladies be but youngs and ftir, '' ^ 
They have the gift to know it: and m hit btd^r^ 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket ' " 

After a voyage, — he hadi strange places 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool I 
I am ambitious for a motley coat, 

Duke 8. Thou shalt have one* 

Jay. It is my only ■ . 

Provided that you weed your better jiiilgiiwwis ' 
Of all opinion that grows rank in than, 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as larsre a charter as the wind. 
To blow on whom I please ; for so foola have: 
And they that are most galled with my fidly. 
They most must laugh: ^dwh^,Bir,muttthiiByso? 
The toAy is plain as way to parish diurch: 
He that a fool doth veiy wisely hit. 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart. 
Not to seei^ senseless ^ die bob : if iioC, 
The wise m^n's folly is anatomLi'd 

The fool Was ancieotiiy dceiwd in a party-cobvol 
coat. 
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(1 by the squand'ring glances of the fool. 

St me in my modey ; give me leave 

peak my mind, and I will through and through 

jise the foul body of the infected world, 

ley will patiently receive my medicine. 

itke S* rje on thee ! I can tell what thou 

woiudst do. 
ig. What, for a counter, would I do, but good? 
iike S* Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding 

sin: 
thou thyself hast been a libertine. 
aq. Why, who cries out on pride, 
t can therein tax any private party ? 
ti it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
that the very very means do ebb ? 
It woman in the city do I name, 
m that I say, The city-woman bears 
cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 
) can come in, and say, that I mean her, 
3n such a one as she, such is her neighbour ? 
vhat is he of basest function, 
t says, his bravery ^ is not on my cost, 
nking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
folly to the mettle of my speech ? 
re then ; How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
tongue hath wronged him : if it do him right, 
n he hath wrong*d himself; if he be free, 
f then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
laim'd of any man. — But who comes here ? 

• 

Enter Orlando, tvith his sioord dratvn. 

rU Forbear, and eat no more, 
jjr. Why, I have eat none yet. 

n* Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv*d. 
jq. Of what kind should this cock come of? 

7 Finery. 
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DvJce S. Art thou thus bolden'dy man, by thy 
distress ; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem'st so empty ? 

OrL You touched my vein at first; the thorny 
point 
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred, 
And know some nurture : But forbear, I say ; 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit. 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 
Duke S, What would you have ? Your gentle- 
ness shall force. 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 
OrL I almost die for food, and let me have it 
Duke S, Sit down and feed, and welcome to oor 

table. 
OrL Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray 
you. 
I thought, that all things had been savage here; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment : But whate'er you are. 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; 
If ever you have looked on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip*d a tear. 
And know what *tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better daji; 
And have with holy bell been knolFd to church ; 
And sat at good men's feasts ; and wip'd our eyei 
Of drops that sactedpity hath engender'd : 
And therefore sit you ^qwtv\w %^\i^^\!k»»»^ 
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nd take upon cnmrnand what help wc have, 
lat to your wanting may be ministered. 
Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
riiiles, like a doe, I go to tind ray fawn, 

give it food. There is an old poor man, 
/ho ailer me hath many a weary etep 
imp'd in pure love ; till he be first suffic'd, — 
tpprees'd with two weak evils, age and hunger — 
will not touch a bit. 
Duie S. Go find him out, 

nd we will nothing waste till you return. 
Ort. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good 
comfort I [£«(. 

Duie S. Thou seest, we are not all alone un- 

happy : 
diis wide and universal theatre 
'sents more woeful pageants than the scene 
lerein we play in. 

Jap All the world's a stage, 

id all the men and women merely players ; 
ley have their exits, and their entrances ; 
id one nian in his time plays many parts, 
8 acU being seven ages. At fir^t, the infant, 
lewliog and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
id then, the whining school -boy, with his satchel, 
id shining morning fac9 creeping like snail 
jwilliiigly to school : And then, the lover; 
ghing ake furnace, with a woeful ballad 
ade to his mistress' eye-brow : Then, a soldier ; 
ill of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
lalous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Peking the bubble reputation 
ren in tlie cannon's mouth : And then, the justice; 
. &ir round belly, with good capon lin'd, 
"Uit eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
saws and modern ^ instances, 
plays his part : The sixth age shifts 

* Triic, ronimoLi. 



120 AS YOU LIKE IT. [aCT 11 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly yoice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound : Last scene of ally 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Is second childishness, and mere obliyion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thiiif 

Re-enter Orlando, tvith Adam. 

Duke S* Welcome: Set down your yenerabl 
burden, 
And let him feed. 

OrL I thank you most for hinu 

Adam, So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S, Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble yoi 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes :— , 
Give us some musick ; and, good cousin, sing. 



Amiens sings, 

SONG. 

I. 

BloWy blow, thou tvinter tvind, 

Thou art not so unkind 
As mans ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho! sing, heigh, hoi unto the green hoUni 
Mostjriendshiv is feeing, most loving tnerejbllgi 

Then, neigh, m), the holly ! 

This life is most jdlji* 
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II. 

• 

Freezcy Jreeze^ thou bitter ilcy^ 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefUsforgot : 
Though thou the toaters toarp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember' d^ not. 
Heighy ho! sing, height ho! &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland'^ 
son,— 
As YOU have whisper'd faithfully, you were ; 
Ana as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn'd, and living in your face, — 
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke. 
That lov'd your father : The residue of your for- 
tune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is : 
Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand, 
And let me aU your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and 

Attendants. 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that can« 
not be : 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 

9 Aemembering. 

VOJ^ III, M 
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Of my revenge, thou present : But look to it; 
Find out thy brotlier, wheresoe'er he is : 
Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living. 
Within this twelvemonth, or 'turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine. 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's moutht 
Of what we think against thee. 

Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in tUs ! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou. — - Well, push him 
out of doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent ^ upon his house and lands : 
Do this expediently^, and turn him going. [ExeimL 

SCENE II. 

The Forest. 

Enter Orlando, with a paper. 

OrL Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love: 

And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 

Thy huntress' name, that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind I these trees shall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character ; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 

Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree, 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive ^ she. [ExH* 

Enter Corin and Touchstonb. 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd's Ufti 
master Touchstone ? 

' Seizure. - ExpeditioxwJ^^. ^ VoKB ^u B Bf 
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truly^ shepherd, in respect of itself, it 
ife ; but in respect that it is a shepherd's 
oauffht. In respect that it is sohtary, I 
well ; but in respect that it is prirate, 
vile life. Now in respect it is in the 
leaseth me well ; but in respect it is not 
t, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, 
t fits my humour well ; but as there is 
ilenty in it, it goes much against my 
Hast any philosophy in thee, uiepherd ? 
more, but that I know, the more one 
e worse at ease he is ; and that he that 
^y, means, and content, is without three 
Is : — That the property of rain is to wet, 
I bum: That good pasture makes fat 
. that a ereat cause of the niffht, is lack 
: That he, that hath learned no wit by 
art, may complain of good breeding, or 
very dull kindred* 

Such a one is a natural philosopher, 
in court, shepherd? 

Sir ; I am a true labourer ; I earn that 
iiat I wear; owe no man hate, envy no 
iness ; glad of other men's good, content 
rm : and the greatest of my pride is to 
es graze, and my lambs suck. — Here 
ig master Ganymede, my new mistress's 

ter Rosalind, reading a paper. 

the east to toestem Indy 
vod is like Rosalind, 
oorthy being mounted on the toindy 
igh all the fjoorld bears Rosalind, 
e pictures, Jairest lin'd ^, 
ut black to Rosalind, 
no face be kept in mindy 
t the fair ^ of Rosalind. 

^ted. » Complexion^beauVf. 

M 2 
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Touch, ni rhyme you so, eight, years together; 
dinners, and suppers, and sleepme hours excepted: 
it is the right butter-woman's rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool ! 

Touch. For a taste : 

If a hart do lack a hindf 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will after kindy 

SOf be sure, xviU Rosalind. 

They that reap, must shetifand bind; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rindf 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses ; Why do 
you infect yourself with them ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool; I found themoDS 
tree. 

Touch, Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. ni graff it with you, and then I shall ^ 
it with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit in 
the country : for you'll be rotten e'er you be hii^ 
ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely or 
no, let the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, reading a paper. 

Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 

Cel. fVhy should this desert silent be? 
For it is unpeopled? No; 
Tongues FU hang on every tree^ 
That shaU civu ^ sayings show. 



<i GT«LN^^W>\«Si^% 
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Some, Aotv briffthe life of man I 

Buns his erring pugrimage ; 
That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum qfage. 
Some, of violated vovos 

*Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs 

Or at every sentence' endy 
WiU I Rosalinda torite ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven ivould tn little show. 
Therefore heaven nature chared 

That one body should bejmd 
With all graces wide enlargd : 

Nature presently distilTd 
Helen's cheeky but not her heart ; 

Cleopatra's majesty ; 
At€danta's better part ; 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devisd; 
OfmanyfaceSy eyeSy and hearts^ 

To have the touches ^ dearest prizd. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have. 

And I to live and die her slavey 

OS. O most gentle Jupiter 1 — what tedious 
ily of love have you wearied your parishioners 
al, and never cry d, Have patience, goodpeoplel 
el. How now! back friends; — Snepherd, go 
little : — Go with him, sirrah. 
ouch. Come, shepherd, let us make -an honour- 
retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet 
scrip and scrippage. 

[Exeunt Corin and Touchstone. 
d. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

7 Features. 
M 3 
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Ros. Oy yes, I heard them all, and more too; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verBes 
would bear. 

Cd. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the 
verses. 

Ros, Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefore 
stood lamely in the verse. 

CeL But didst thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name should be hang'd and carved upon thew 
trees ? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder, before you came ; for look here wfait I 
found on a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymed 
since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat, 
which I can hardly remember. 

CeL Trow you, who hath done this ? 

Ros, Is it a man ? 

CeL And a chain, that you once wore, about hb 
neck : Change you colour ? 

Ros, I pr'ythee, who ? 

CeL O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet : but mountains may be removed with 
earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Ros, Nay, but who is it ? 

CeL Is it possible ? 

Ros, Nay, I pray thee now, with most petition- 
ary vehemence, tell me who it is. 

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonder* 
ful wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after 
that out of all whooping ! 

Ros, Good my complexion ! dost thou think, 
though I am caparisoned like a man, J have a doublet 
and hose in my disposition? One inch of delay more 
is a South-sea-off discovery. I pr'ythee, t^l me, 
who is it ? quickly, and speak apace : I would thou 
couldst stammer, that thou might'st pour this con- 
ccaled man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a 
carrow^- mouthed bottle; eitVvex loo mMOci ^ o^t^N<K 
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Bt alL I pr'ythee take the cork out of thy 
f that I may drink thy tidings. — What man- 
man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin 
a beard? 
. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

• Wny, let me stay the growth of his beard, 
1 delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

. It is young Orlando; that tripp'd up the 
er's heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 
. Nay, no mocking; speak sad brow, and 
laid.** 

. Ffaith, coz, 'tis he. 
. Orlando? 
Orlando. 

• Alas the day ! what shall I do with my 
et and hose? — What did he, when thou saw*st 

What said he? How look'd he? Wherein 
he ? ^ What makes he here ? Did he ask for 
Vhere remains he? How parted he with thee? 
hen shalt thou see him again ? Answer me in 
ord. 

. You must borrow me Garagantua's ^ mouth 
'tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
size : To say, ay, and no, to these particulars, 
'e than to answer in a catechism. 
'. But doth he know that I am in this forest,. 
a man's apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he 
e day he wrestled ? 

. It is as easy to count atomies ^, as to resolve 
ropositions of a lover : — but take a taste of 
din^ him, and relish it with a good observance, 
id hmi under a tree, like a dropp'd acorn. 
r. It may well be called Jove's tree, when it 
forth such fruit. 

. Give me audience, good madam. 
. Proceed. 

k seriously and honestly, 9 Hovr vra&Vic dtesMidk'i 
The giant of Rabelais, ^ Atom«. 
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CeL There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded 
knight. 

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes the ground. 

CeL Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr*ythee; it 
curvets very unseasonably. He was fumish'd like 
a hunter. 

Ros. O ominous 1 he comes to kill my heart 

CeL I would sing my song without a burden: 
thou bring'st me out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I 
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 



lEnter Orlando and Jaqubs. 

Cd. You bring me out : — Soft ! comet he not 
here? 

Ros. 'Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Celia and Rosalind rdke. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

OrL And so had I ; but yet, for fashion sake^ I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. Peace be with you ; let's meet as little » 
we can. 

OrL I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

OrL I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love's name ? 

On. Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

On. There was no thought of pleasing you, iriwn 
she was christen'd. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

On. Just as high as tn^ Iveart. 
Jarj. You are fuW o^ \iTe\X.^ «c«^«t«k\ '>&3»^^ou 
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>t been acquainted with goldsmith's wives^ and 
>nn'd them out of rings ? 

Ofi. Not so ; but I answer you right painted 
oth'y from whence you have studied your questions. 
Jaq» You have a nimble wit ; I think it was made 
r Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me ? 
id we two will rail against our mistress the world, 
id all our misery. 

OrL I will chide no breather in the world, but 
yself ; against whom I know most faults. 
Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 
On. Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
rtue. I am weary of you. 
Jaq. By my trotn, I was seeking for a fool, when 
found you. 

OrL He is drown*d in the brook; look but in, and 
>u shall see him. 

Jag. There shall I see mine own figure. 
On, Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 
Jaq, ril tarry no longer with you : farewell, good 
^or love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good 
onsieur melancholy. 

[^Exit Jaques. — Celia and Rosalind 
comefortoard, 
Ros. I will speak to nim like a saucy lacquey, 
id under that habit play the knave with him. — 
'o you hear, forester ? 
OrL Very well ; What would you ? 
Ros. I pray you, what is't a clock ? 
OrL You should ask me, what time o'day ; there's 

> clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
se sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
ould detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a 
lock. 

> An allusion to the moral sentences issuing CcocoLXSck^ 
oaths ofSgures on old tapestry hanging^. 
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OrL And why not the swift foot of time ? had 
not that been as proper ? 

Ros. By no means, sir : Time travels in diven 
paces with divers persons : 111 tell you who time 
ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal? 

On. I pr'3rthee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young miid,, 
between the contract of her marriage, and the dty 
it is solemnized : if the interim be but a se'nniglit, 
time's pace is so hard that it seems the lengdi of 
seven years, 

OrL Who ambles time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a ridi 
man that hath not the gout : for the one ileepi 
easily, because he cannot study ; and the other Ihei 
merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lackiog 
the burden of lean and wasteml learning; the odier 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury : Theie 
time ambles withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows ; for thoudli be 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they skep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister; here in 
the skirts of the forest. 

OrL Are you a native of this place? 

Ros. As the rabbit, that you see dwell where ahe 
is kindled. 

OrL Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so removed a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many: but, indeed, 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, 
who was in his youth aci vnA^xA \iudsi\ one that 



I 
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knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. I 
have heard him read many lectures against it ; and 
1 thank fortuDe, 1 am not a woman, to be touch'd 
with so many giddy otFences as he hath generally 
tax'd their irhole sex withal. 

Ori. Can you remember any of the principal 
e»ib, that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal ; they were all 
like one another, as half-pence are : every one fault 
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to 
match it. 

Orl. I pr'j-thee, recount some of them. 

Rot. No ; I will not cast away my physick, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the 
forcBtjlhat abuses our young plants with carvingRo- 
nlind on their barks ; hangs odes upon haw-thorns, 
ind clepies on brambles ; all forsooth, deifying the 
name of Rosalind : if I could meet that fancy-roon- 
|er, I would give him some good counsel, for he 
wems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl. K am he that is so love-shaked ; I pray you, 
tell tne your remedy. 

Rof. There is none of my uncle's marks upon 
you : he taught me how to know a man in love; in 
which cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not prisoner. 

OrL WliBt were his marks ? 

Rot. A lean cheek; which you have not: a blue 
eye, and sunken; which you have not: an un- 
t)uefltionablc spirit' ; which you have not : a heard 
Mglected ; which you have not : — but I pardon vou 
forlhat; for, simply, your having' in beard is a 
vmmgcr brother's revenue; — Then your hose should 
be nngarter'd, your honnet iinbanded, your sleeve 
Inittoned, your shoe untied, and every thing about 
you demonstrating a careless desolation. But you 
such man ; you are rather point-device" in 



• A qnrit OTcrse to conversation. ^ T-s 
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your accoutrements ; as loving yourself, than Nem- 
ing the lover of any other. 

OrL Fair youth, I would I could make thee b^ 
lieve I love. 

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it ; which, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one of 
the points in the which women still give the lie to 
their consciences. But in good sooth, are you he 
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein RosiIidI 
is so admired. 

OrL I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand 
of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak ? 

OrL Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Ros» Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell yoSf 
deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mai" 
men do : and the reason why they are not so punisb- 
ed and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, tkat 
the whippers are in love too : Yet I profess curing 
it by counsel. 

OrL Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros, Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him 
every day to woo me: At which time would I, being 
but a moonish^ youth, grieve, be effeminate, chance- 
able, longing, and liking ; proud, fantastical, api^ 
shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles; for 
every passion something, and for no passion truly 
any thmg, as boys and women are for ihe most part 
cattle of this colour ; would now like him, nov 
loath him ; then entertain him, then forswear hnn; 
now weep for him, then laugh at him ; that I draft 
my suitor from his mad humour of love, to a livinc 
humour of madness ; which was, to forswear the foil 
stream of the world, and to live in a nook merely 
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Donastick: And thus I cured him; and this way 
rill I take upon me to wash your liver as clean as 
L sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one 
pot of love in't. 

OrL I would not be cured, youth. 

Ras. I would cure you, if you would but call 
ne Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and 
roo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will ; tell me 
rhere it is. 

Ros» Go with me to it, and 111 show it you ; and, 
i>y the way, you shall tell me where in the forest 
jrou live : Will you go ? 

OrL With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros* Nay, you must call me Rosalind : — Come, 
lister, will you go ? [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey; Jaques at a 
distance^ observing them. 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey : I will fetch 
op your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I 
tae man yet? Doth my simple feature content you ? 

And. X our features ! what features ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovidj was among the 
Goths. « 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited!^ worse than 
Jove m a thatch'd house. [^Adde. 

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man's good wit seconded with the for- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more 
dead than a great reckoning in a little room : — 
Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical. 

s ni-lodged. 
VOL. in, V 
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AtuL I do not know what poetical is : Ig it honeit 

in deed, and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

V Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the 

^ most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry : and 

i what they swear in poetry, may be said, as loien, 

they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly : for thou swearest to me, tfaoa 
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud, Would you not have me honest ? 

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert haFd-ftTOUi'd: 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honcjt 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool ! ^ [iffffc 

Aud. Well, I am not fair ; and therefore I pn^ 
the gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon s 
foul slut, were to put good meat into an undem 
dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the godi I 
am foul.* 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy fouliie«! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But be as it 
may be, I will marry thee : and to that end, I hsve 
been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of die next 
village ; who hath promised to meet me in this pltce 
of the forest, and to couple us. 

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. {^Adii* 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ? 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a few- 
ful lieart, stagger in this attempt ; for here we htve 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but horn- 
beasts. But what though ? Courage : As horns ire 
odious, they are necessary. It is said, — Many a man 
knows no end of his goods : right ; many a man hai 
good horns, and knpws no end of them. Well, that 

» A fool with mattet mY\\\\A. ^ >\wa^^* 
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if the dowry of his wife ; 'tis none of his own setting. 
Horns ? even so ; Poor men alone; No, no ; 
the noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal. ^ 
Is the single man therefore blessed ; No : as a wall'd 
town is more worthier than a village, so is the fore- 
head of a married man more honourable than the 
bare brow of a bachelor : and by how much defence' 
b better than no skill, by so much is a horn more 
precious than to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes ^ir Oliver : — Sir Oliver Mar-text, you 
are well met : Will you dispatch us here under this 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel ? 

sir Olu Is there none here to give the woman? 

Touch. 1 will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Olu Trulvy she must be given, or the mar- 
riage is not lawful. 

Jaq. [^Discovering himself,'] Proceed, proceed; 
ni give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master What ye calTt : 
How do you, sir; you are very well met: I am 
very glad to see you : — Even a toy in hand here, 
sir : — Nay ; pray be cover'd. 

Jaq. WiU you be married, motley ? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow^ sir, the horse 
his curb» and the falcon her bells, so man hath his 
desire towards wedlock. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you 
what marriage is : this fellow will but join you to- 
gether as they join wainscot ; then one of you will 
prove a shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, 
warp, warp. 

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better to 
be married of him than of another : for he is not 

* Lean deer are called rascal deer. 3 The art o^ ^eci^ti%. 

^ Yoke. 
N 2 
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like to marry me well ; and not being well married, 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave 
my wife. I Aside, 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 
Touch, Come, sweet Audrey ; 
Farewell, good master Oliver ! 
Not — O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behi' thee ; 
But — Wind away, 
Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding wi' thee. 

[^Exeunt Jaq. Touch, and Audrey. 

Sir Oli, 'Tis no matter ; ne*er a fantastical kmve 

of them all shall flout me out of my calling. \EA 



SCENE IV. 

Before a Cottage, 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros, Never talk to me, I will weep. 
. CeL Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep ? 

Cel, As good cause as one would desire ; there- 
fore weep. 

Ros. Why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not ? 

CeL Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros, Do you think so ? 

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor s 
horse-stealer ; but for his verity m love, I do think 
him as concave as a covered goblet, or a worm* 
eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ? 

CeL Yes, when he \s vn ^Wx. A X.Vivak he is not in. 



S IV.] AS YOU LIKE IT. 187 

s. You have heard him swear downright he 

was. 
L Was is not is: besides the oath of a lover 
stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are 
the confirmers of false reckonings : He attends 
in the forest on the duke your father. 
s. I met the duke yesterday, and had much 
ion^ with him; He asked me, of what parent- 
was : I told him, of as good as he ; so he laugh'd, 
et me go. But what talk we of fathers, when 

is such a man as Orlando ? 
L O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verses, 
» brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 

bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of 
iver ; as a puny tilter, that spurs his horse but 
le side, breaks his staff like a noble goose ; but 
irave, that youth mounts, and folly guides : — 

comes here? 

Enter Corin. 

»r. Mistress, and master, you have oft enquired 
r the shepherd that complain'd of love ; 
you saw sitting by me on the turf, 
(ing the proud disdainful shepherdess 
. was his mistress. 

d. Well, and what of him ? 

}r. If you will see a pageant truly play*d, 
reen the pale complexion of true love, 
the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
lence a little, and I shall conduct you, 
>u will mark it. 

7S, O, come, let us remove ; 

sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 
g us unto this sight, and you shall say 
•rove a busy actor in their play. [^Exeunt, 

^ Conversation. 
N 3 
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SCENE V. 

Another part of the Forest, 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

SiL Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, 

Phebe: 
Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness : The common executioner. 
Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death makes 

hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
But first begs pardon : Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a 

distance, 

Phe, I would not be thy executioner : 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'st me, there is murder in mine eye : 
'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, — that are the frail'st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, — 
Should be calFd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart: 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill 

thee; 
Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame> 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush, 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm some moment kee^s ; but now mine eyc«i 
Which I have darted at tVvce^WtVXSMi^ W3X\ 
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f I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
t can do hurt. 

il. O dear Phebe, 

rer, (as that ever may be near,) 

meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, ^ 
H shall you know the wounds invisible 
t love's keen arrows make. 
*he. But, till that time, 

le not thou near me ; and, when that time comes, 
:ct me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 
ill that time, I shall not pity thee, 
lo*. And why, I pray you? lAdvancingJ] Who 

might be your mother, 
t you insult, exult, and all at once, 
r the wretched ? What though you have more 
beauty, 

by my faith, I see no more in you 
n without candle may gO dark to bed,) 
It you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 
fy what means this ? Why do you look on me ? 
3 no more in you, than in the ordinary 
tature's sale-work : — Od*s my little life ! 
ink, she means to tangle my eyes too : — 
faith, proud mistress, hope not after it ; 
not your inky brows, your black-silk hair, 
r bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
t can entame my spirits to your worship.— 

foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
3 foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 

are a thousand times a properer man, 
n she a woman : Tis such fools as you, 
t make the world full of ill-favour'd children : 
not her glass, but you that flatters her ; 
i out of you she sees herself more proper, 
n any of her lineaments can show her. — 
, mistress, know yourself ; down on your knees, 
I thank heaven, listing, for a good man s love i 

^ Love, 
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For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets ; 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his ofier ; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoSer. 
So take her to thee, shepherd ; — fare you welL 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chiae a year to- 
gether ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. He's fallen in love with her foulness, and 
she'll fall in love with my anger : If it be so, ai 
fast as she answers thee with frowning looks, Fll 
sauce her with bitter words. — Why look you lo 
upon me ? 

Phe, For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me, 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 
Besides, I like you not : If you will know my houses 
'Tis at the tufl of olives, here hard by : — 
Will you gOy sister?— Shepherd, ply her hard:-* 
Come, sister: — Shepherdess, look on him better, 
And be not proud : though all the world could see, 
None could be so abus'd in sight as he. 
Come, to our flock. 

[^Exeunt Rosalind, Celia, and Cobik* 

Phe. Dead shepherd ! now I find thy saw of might! 
Who ever l(yud, that lovd not atjirst sight f 

Sil, Sweet Phebe, — 
• Phe. Ha! what say'st thou, Silviv? 

SiL Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe, Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

SiL Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. 

Phe. Thou hast my love ; Is not that neigh* 
hourly ? 

Si/, I would have you. 

P//r, \V\\>j^lKat were covctouMic»»' 

^ilviiia, the time was, \Yva\. IWv^^^^^v 
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it it is not, that I bear thee love : 

ce that thou can talk of love so well, 

mpany, which erst was irksome to me, 

ndure ; and Til employ thee too : 

not look for further recompense, 

bine own gladness that thou art employed. 

So holy, and so perfect is my love, 

in such a poverty of grace, 

shall think it a most plenteous crop 

an the broken ears after the man 

16 main harvest reaps : loose now and then 

ter'd smile, and that I'll live upon. 

. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to me 

ere while ? 
Not very well, but I have met him oft ; 
e hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
he old carlot^ once was master of. 
. Think not I love him, though I ask for him ; 
It a peevish** boy : i— yet he talks well ; — 
hat care I for words ? yet words do well, 
he that speaks them pleases those that hear, 
pretty youth : — not very pretty : — 
ure, ne s proud ; and yet nis pride becomes 

him: 
make a proper man : the best thing in him 
complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
take offence, his eye did heal it up. 
not tall ; yet for his years he's tall : 
!g is but so so ; and yet 'tis well : 
t was a pretty redness in his lip ; 
le riper and more lusty red 
that mix*d in his cheek ; 'twas just the dif- 
ference 
xt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
i be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
reels as I did, would have gone near ' 
11 in love with him : but, for my part, 

7 Peasant. a Sii\y, 
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I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 

I have more cause to hate him than to love him: 

For what had he to do to chide at me ? 

He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 

And, now I am remembered, scorn'd at me : 

I marvel, why I answer'd not again : 

But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance. 

ril write to him a very taunting letter. 

And thou shalt bear it : Wilt thou, Silvius ? 

jSiV. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. Ill write it straiglit; 

The matter's in my head, and in my heart : 
I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 
Go with me, Silvius. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENB I. 

The same. 

Enter Rosaj^ind, Celia, and Jaquss. 

Jaq, I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me better ac- 
quainted with thee. 

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq, I am so ; I do love it better than laughing. 

Ros. Those, that are in extremity of either are 
abominable fellows ; and betray themselves lo every 
modern censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros. Why, then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholj, 
which h emulation; nor \\\e Ttvw^xeian's^ which is 
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itastical; nor the courtier's, which is proud; nor 

s soldier^s, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, 

lich is politick ; nor the lady's, which is nice^ ; 

r the lover's, which is all these : but it is a melan- 

oly of mine own, compounded of many simples, 

tracted from many objects : and, indeed, the 

adry contemplations of my travels, in which my 

jea rumination wraps me, is a most humourous 

Iness. 

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great 

ison to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own 

ids, to see other men's; then, to have seen much, 

d to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 

nd& 

Jaq, Yes, I have gained my experience* 

Enter Orlando. 

Ros, And your experience makes you sad : I had 
her have a fool to make me merry, than experi- 
ce to make me sad ; and to travel for it too. 
Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind? 
Jaq. Nay, then, farewell, an you talk in blank 
rse. [Exit, 

Ros, Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you 
3, and wear strange suits ; disable ^ all the benefits 
your own country; be out of love with your na- 
tty, or I will scarce think you have swam in a 
adola. — Why, how now, Orlando ! where have 
11 been all this while? You a lover ! — An you 
ve me such another trick, never come in my 
ht more. 

OrL My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of 
' promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that 
1 divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break 
t a part of the thousandth part of a minute in 

9 Trifling. i Undervalue 
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the affairs of love, it may be said of hhn, that 
Cupid liath clapp'd him o'the shoulder, but I war- 
rant him heart-whole. 

Orl, Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 
Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in 
my sight ; I had as lief be woo'd of a snail ? 

OrZ Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries his house on his head ; a better jmnture, 
I think, than you can make a woman : Besides, be 
brings his destiny with him. 

Orl. What's that ? 

Ros. Why, horns. 

OrL Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rotalind 
is virtuous. 

Ros, And I am your Rosalind. 

CeL It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath t 
Rosalind of a better lear^ than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in t 
holiday humour, and like enough to consent : Wlnt 
would you say to me now, an I were your very very 
Rosalind ? 

OrL I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros, Nay, you were better speak first; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might 
take occasion to kiss. 

Orl. How, if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress. 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Out of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I 
would be talking of her. 
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Bos. Well, in her person, I say — I will not have 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 
, Jtos. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
■ almost six thousand years old, and in all this 
ime there was not any man died in his own person, 
iddicet, in a love cause. Troilus had his brains 
luhed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what 
e could to die before ; and he is one of the patterns 
f love. Leander, he would have lived many a fair 
though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been 
hot midsummer night : for, good youth, he 
but fortli to wash him in the Hellespont, and, 
J taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the 
noliah chroniclers of that age found it was — Hero 
f Sestos. But these arc all lies ; men have died 
Klin time to time, and worms have eaten them, but 

I for love. 

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this 

ind, for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Roi. By this hand, it will not kilt a fly : But come, 

iw I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on 
IspcMidon; and ask me what you will, I will 
rant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Rm. Y«3S, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, 

Orl. And wilt thou have mc? 

Roi. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say'st thou? 

Roi. Are you not good? 

Ori. 1 hope so. 

Rot. Why then, can one desire too much of a 
|wd thing ? — Come, sister, you shall be the priest, 
>ad marry us. — Give me your hand, Orlando: — 
Wiat do you say, sister? 

(M. Pray thee, marry us. 

Ctf. I cannot say the word«. 

VOL. til. 






OrJ.I«iIL ,.,; 

Aw. ^, but when? . ■•„r:iai 



itat. Then you miut nyr 




tak« thee, Roatliad, fiir wIfi^ 

iZoi. I su^t wk you iEbr your 
— I do take thee, Oiland<vnr un, _. , .,„. 
a gid goee befitfo the vaet ; aa^ fjortpMil^ 4^1*! 
■nan't thovghta ma bobre h ^— - 

OHl do do all dwnditi. tl 
-Hm. Nov tail me, sow loag yon 
her, after you have married bar. . ,_y_\. 

' Orl. For ever, and a day* 

Bo*. 8aj a day, without die ever : No, no, ON 
tando; mea are Api3 when they woo, Dectsibtl 
iriien dwy wed: maidi are May when they in 
nuudi, but the iky diangei wlien they are mtet. I 
will be more jealouB of thee than a Barbary cod- 
|Mgeon ovor his hen ; more cltminrous than a punt 
B^ainat run ; inore new-fimffl<^'<l than an ape; nion 
giddy than a monkey : I wiB v.-oep for DOthing, Vkt 
Diana in the fouotaui, and I m ill do that when jtu 
are diapoaed to be men^ ; I f^'i'l laugh like a bjc% 
and that when ihou art mclined to sleep. 

Ori. But will my ftonlind do ao? 

Am. By my life, the wfll do U I do. 

OH, O, but the ia wiae. 

Rot. Or elae ahe could not have the wk to.lda 
this : the wiaer, the waywarder; Hake dM dvfn* 
up<Hi a womau'a wit, and it wiO oot at &e mf^ 
meot; ahot that, and 'twill out at the bs^ " 
atop that, 'twill 1^ with the Kaoke oat at l)|a 
ney. 

* Bnthedoon. 
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Ori. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
^ght say, — fVil, feAitlier weft ? 

Rat. You shall never take her without her answer, 
RnlesB you take her withuut her tongue. 
I Ori. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
01 ee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two 

lurs. 

Orl. I miiet attend the ditkc at dinner ; by two 
I'clock I will be with thee again. 
! Ros, Ay, go your ways, go your ways ! — 1 knew 
irbat you would prove; my friends tola me aamucli, 
tnd I thought no leas: — that flattering tongue of 
fours won me: — 'tis but one cast away, and so, — 
teme, death. — Two o'clock is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and by 
Jl pretty oaths that are not dangerous, if you 

enk one jot of your promise, or come one minute 

thind your hour, I will think you the most [la- 
bettcal break-promise, and the most hollow lover, 

id the moat unworthy of her you call Rosalind, 

At may be chosen out of the gross band of the 
nbjthnil : therefore, beware my censure, and keep 
our Dromise. 

On. With no less religion, than if thou wert in- 
eed my Rosalind : So, adieu. 

Rot. Well, time is the old justice that examines 
II «uch offeDdcrs, and let time try : Adieu. 

[_Exit Orlando. 

Crf. You have simply mieus'd our sex in your 
loie-prate : we must have your doublet and hose 
plucked over your head. 

Rot. O coz, coz, eoz, my pretty little coz. that 

lOtt didst know how many fathom deep I am in 
W I But it camiot be sounded ; my affection liath 

I unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

CeL Or rather, bottomless ; that oh (atX «& ^ou 
PWr affection in, it runs out. 
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Ros. No, that same wicked Boy of Venus* that 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and 
born of madness; that blind rascally boy, that 
abuses every one's eyes, because his own are out, 
let him be judge, how deep I am in love : — I'll tell 
thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Or- 
lando : ril go find a shadow, and sigh tiD he come. 

Cel. And ril sleep. IEmwO, 



SCENE II. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Jaques and Lords, in the habit of ForetUn. 

Jaa, Which is he that killed the deer ? 

1 Lord, Sir, it was I. 

Jaq, Let's present him to the duke, like a Ronun 
conqueror ; and it would do well to set the deeA 
horns upon his head, for a branch of victory:— 
Have you no son^, forester ; for this purpose? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaa, Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so 
it make noise enough. 

SONG. 

1. What shall he have, that killed the deer? 

2. His leather skin, and horns to xjoear. 

1. Then sing him home: 
Take thou no scorn, to toear the horn; J ^^llSbw 
It ivas a crest ere thou toast bom; ^ ^^^ 

1. Thi/ father* s father wore it) 

2. And thy father bore it: 

All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn, [Exeunt 
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SCENE III. 

The Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two 
o'clock ? and here much Orlando ! 

Cel, I warrant you, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth — to sleep : Look, who comes here. 

Entei' Sjlvius. 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth ; — 
My gentle Fhebe bid me give you this ; 

[GiiAng a letter. 
I know not the contents ; but, as I guess. 
By the stem brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenour : pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ro9. Patience herself would startle at this letter. 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all : 
She says, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud: and, that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phcenix ; Od's my will ! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt : 
Why writes she so to me ! — Well, shepherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own device. 

St/. No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Fhebe did write it. 

Ro$. Come, come, you are a fool, 

And tum'd mto the extremity of love. 
1 saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think 
^W her old gloves were on, but 'twas \\et Yiaii^ % 
^has a huswife's hand : but that* a no ttv^lVet \ 

o 3 
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I say, she never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man's invention, and his hand. 

Sil, Sure, it is hers. 

Ros. Why, *tis a boisterous and cruel stylei 
A style for challengers ; if hy, she defies me, 
Like Turk to Christian : woman*8 gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude inventicm, • 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their efect 
Than in their countenance : — Will you heir the 
letter ? 

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Ros, She Phebes me: Mark how the tynok 
writes. 

Art thou god to shepherd turnd^ [Readi. 

That a maiden* s heart hath hurrCd? — 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
SU, Call you this railing ? 

Kos. Whyy thy godhead laid apart, 

Warr^st thou toith a womarCs heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing ? — 

Whiles the eye of man did tvoo me. 
That could So no vengeance to me, — 

Meaning me a beast. — 

If the scorn of your bright eytte 
Have power to raise such love in mine^ 
Alack, in me what Strang effect 
Would they work in mild aspect f 
Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 
How then might your prayers m&ve^ 
He, that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love in me: 
And by him seal up thy mind; 
Wfiether that thy youiti and kind* 



r 
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IViU thefailh/ttl offer take 
Of me, and all that I can maka 
Or eUe by liim my love deny. 
And then I'll study how to die. 



151 I 



Sil. Call you this chiding P 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd ! 

Boa. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity. — 
Will Ihou love such a woman? — What, to make 
thee an instrument, and play false strains upon thee ! 
not to be endured ! — Well, go your way to her, 
(for I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,) and 
say this to her: — That if she love me, I charge 
her to love tbee : if she will not, I will never have 
her, unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a true 
lover, hence, and not a word ; for here comes more 
company. lExit SiLVius. 



Enter Oliver. 

on. Good-morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you 

Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A (heep-cote, fenc'd about with olive-trees ? 

Cel, West of this place, down in tlie neighbour 
bottom. 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream. 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
Hut at this hour the house doth keep itself, 
Tliere's none within. 

OIL If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then I should know you by description : 
Such garraenLs, and such years: The boy iijair, 
a/femalejavoiir, and bestows himself 
Luce a ripe sister: but the •aionian lovi. 
And brnwner than her brother. Are not you 
The owner of the house I did enquire fi 



Ce!. U ia ao boast, being ask'd, to aa"ji«£ Me. 
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Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin ; Are you he ? 

Ros. I am : What must we underetand by this? 

OIL Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain'd. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it 

Olu When last the young Orlando parted from 
you, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside. 
And mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with agCi 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair. 
Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreathed itself, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself, 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush's jshade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 
Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir ; for *ti8 
The royal disposition of that beast, 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

CeL O, I have heard him speak of that same 
brother ; 
And he did render^ him the most unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongst men. 

" Describe. 
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(HL And well he might so do. 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Rm* But, to Orlando; — Did he leave him there, 
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness? 

(Hi* Twice did he turn his back, and purpos*d so : 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give battle to the lioness. 
Who quickly fell befqre him ; in which hurtling^ 
From miserable slumber I awak'd. 

CeL Are you his brother? 

Ro$. Was it you he rescu'd? 

Cd. Was't vou that did so oft contrive to kill 
himr 

OS. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I ; I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am« 

Ras. But for the bloody napkin ? — 

OH. By, and by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that desert place ; — 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke. 
Who gave me firesh array, and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother's love ; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave. 
There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 
Which all this time had bled ; and now he fainted. 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recovered him ; bound up his wound ; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart. 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in this blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

« Scume. 
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CeL Why, how now, Granymede ? sweet Grsny- 
mede ? [RosALiND^^witf. 

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look od 
blood. 

CeL There is more in it: — Cousin — Granymede! 

OH, Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would, I were at home, 

CeL We'll lead you thither : — 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

OIL Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man?— 
You lack a man's heart. 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited: I pray you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited. — Hdgh 
ho! — 

OIL This was not counterfeit : there is too greit 
testimony in your complexion, that it was a pflHiOD 
of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

OIL Well then, take a good heart, and coante^ 
feit to be a man. 

Ros. So I do : but, i'faith I should have been t 
woman by right. 

CeL Come, you look paler and paler ; pray yoo, 
draw homewards : — Good sir, go with us. 

OIL That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something : but, I pray yoo, 
commend my counterfeiting to him : — Will you go? 
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ACT THE nFTH. 

SQENE I. 

The same* 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 
. Aud. Taithy the priest was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman's saying. 

Touch, A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vOe Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth here 
in the forest lajrs claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who 'tis ; he hath no interest 
in me in the world: here comes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown : 
By my troth, we that have good wits, have much to 
answer for ; we shall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

WUL Grood even, Audrey. 

AtuL Grood even, William. 

WUL And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend: Cover thy 
head, cover thy head ; nay, pr'y theci be covered. 
How old are you, friend? 

W3L Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name, William ? 

Wia. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name: Wast bom i' the forest 
here ? 

WtU. Ay, sir. 
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Touch. Art rich? 

WUL 'Faith, sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so, is good, very good, very excellent 
good : — and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou 
wise? 

JVill, Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say'st well. I do now remem- 
ber a saying ; The fool doth think he is xmse^ but the 
wise man knows himself to be a fool. The heathen 
philosopher, when he had a ^sire to eat a grape, 
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth; 
meaning thereby, that grapes were made to eat, 
and lips to open. You do love this maid ? 

JVicL I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand: Art thou learned? 

WiU. No, sir. 

Touch, Then learn this of me ; To have, is to 
have : For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, 
being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling the 
one doth empty the other; For sdl your writen do 
consent, that ipse is he ; now you are not ipscj fiir I 
am he. 

Wm. Which he, sir ? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman. 
Therefore, you clown, abandon, — which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, — which in the booriih 
is, company, — of this female, — which in the com- 
mon is, — woman, which together is, abandon the 
society of this female ; or, clown thou perishest ; 
or, to thy better understanding, diest ; to wit, I kill 
thee, make thee away, translate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage : I will deal in poison with 
thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will bandy with 
thee in faction ; I will o'er-run thee with pohcy; I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therdbre 
tremble, and depart. 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Will. Rest you merry, sir. [£ri^. 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 

Enter Cohik. 



Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come, 
twfly, away- 

Toitch. Trip, Audrey, irip, Audrey ; — I attend, 
I attend. \Exeitnt. 



Enter Orlando ajid Oliver. 

Orl. Is't possible, that on eo little acquaintance 
>ou should like lier? that, but seeing, you should 
iveher? aud, loving, woo? and,wooing, she should 
rant ? and will you pers^ver to marry her ? 
(Hi. Neither call the giddineas of it in question, 
le poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my 
^jdden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but 
ly vith me, f love Aliena; say with her, that she 
es me ; consent with both, that we may enjoy 
!h other : it shall be to your good ; for my fa- 
t's house, and all the revenue that was old sir 
Lowland's, will I estate upon you, and here live 
id die a shepherd. 

Enter Rosalind, 

Orl, You have my consent. Let your wedding 
> to>morrow; thither will 1 invite the duke, and 
I his contented followers : Go you, and prepare 
liena ; for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Roi. God save you, brother. 

Oti. And you, fair sister. 

Roi. 0| my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
« thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Ort. It is my arm. 

fiof. I thought, thy heart had been <«^l\n\'^ei'«\'^^ 
w cluwt of a lion. 
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OrL Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swoon, when he showed me your handker- 
chief? 

OrL Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are; — Nay, *tii 
true : there was never any thing so sudden, but the 
fight of two rams, and Caesar's Uirasonical brag of— • 
I came, saxjo^ and overcame: For your brother and 
my sister no sooner met, but they looked; no sooner 
looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed; no sooner sighed, but they asked one an- 
other the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but 
they sought the remed)r : and in these degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage : Uiey are in 
the very wrath of love, and they will together; 
clubs cannot part them. 

OrL They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thin^ it is to look into happiness through another 
mani) eyes ! By so much the more shall Ito-morrow 
be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how much I 
shall think my brother happy, in having what he 
wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind ? 

OrL I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros, I will wcarv you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know of me then, (for now I speak to 
some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman of 
good conceit : I speak not this, that you should bear 
a good opinion of m;^ knowledge, insomuch, I lay, 
I know you are ; neither do I labour for a greater 
esteem than may in some little measure draw a belief 
from you, to do vourself good, and not to grace me. 
Believe then, if you please, that I can do strange 
things : I have, since I was three years old, con- 
versed with a magician^ most profound in this art. 
ft' you do love llo&a\\v\d «^o w^w ^^\v"cw\%* \our 
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gesture cries it out, when your brother marries 
Aliena, shall you marry her: I know into what 
straits of fortune she is driven ; and it is not im- 
possible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to 
you, to set her before your eyes to-morrow, human 
as she is, and without any danger. 

Orl, Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Roi. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician : Therefore, put you 
in your best array, bid your friends ; for if you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall; and to Rosalind, 
if you wilL 

Enter Silvius and I^iebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
oers* 

Phe* Youth, you have done me much ungentle- 
ness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

JSof • I care not, if I have : it is my study, 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there follow'd by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to 
• love. 

SiL It is to be all made of sighs and tears; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

(M. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

SiL It is to be all made of faith and service ; — ^ 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Roi. And I for no woman. 

SA It is to be all made of fantasy. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes \ 
All adoration, duty and observance, 

p 2 
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All humbleness, all patience, and impatience^ 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Ph^, And so am I for Granymede* 

OrL And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? [To Rosalind. 

SU. If this be so, why blame you me to love yon? 

CToPhibe. 

OrL If this be so, why blame you me to love yoa? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, ixihy blame you me io 
love you f * 

OrL To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros, Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howl- 
ing of Irish wolves against the moon. — I will help 
you, [ To SiLvius] if I can : — I would love you, 
[To Phebe] if I could. — To-morrow meet me all 
together.— I will marry you, [To Phebe] if ever 
I marry woman, and Til be married to-morrow:— 
I will satisfy you, [ To Orlando] if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be married to-morrow :— Iwill 
content you, [To Silvius] if what pleases yeiu con- 
tents you, and you shall be married to-morrow.— 
As you [To Orlando] love Rosalind, meet; — as 
you [ To Silvius] love Phebe, meet ; and as I lore 
no woman, I'll meet.— So, fare you well ; I have 
left you commands. 

Sa. ril not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

OrL Nor I. 

lExeuMt. 
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SCENE III. 

The ^ame. 

Enter Touchstone and Audbet. 

Touch, To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 

•morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart : and hope 

is DO dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of 

3 world.^ Here comes two of the banished duke's 

ges. 

Enter two Pages. 

1 Pa^e» Well met, honest gentleman. 

TouSt. By my troth, well met: Come, sit, sit, 
d a song. 

2 Page. We are for you : sit i'the middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without 
wking, or saying we are hoarse ; which are the 
ly prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page. And both in a tune, like two gypsies on 
lorse. 

SONG. 



I. 

ioas a lover, and his lass. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
hat oer the green corn-field did pass, 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank time^ 
hen birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ^ 
veet lovers love the spring. 

9 A married woman, 
p 3 
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II. 



This carol they began that houvy 

With a nevy and a ho, and a hey notUnOf 
How that a life was but ajhvoer 

In spring time, &c. 



III. 

And therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey noninoi 

For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, &c. 

Touch. Truly, youns gentlemen, though there 
was no greater matter m the ditty, yet the note wtf 
very untuneable. 

1 Page, You are deceived, sir ; we kept time, we 
lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. Come, Audrey. 

lExeuMU 



' SCENE IV. 

Another part of the Forest. 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, OrlandOi 

Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke S* Dost thou believe, Orlando, that theboj 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes ^ 
not; 
\s those that fear t\vc^\io\yt> wA Vww ^^^^Ssai^ 
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Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is 

urg'd : 

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 

[To the Duke. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 
Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to give 

with her. 

Ros* And you say, you will have her when I 

bring her ? [To Orlando. 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 

Ros* You say, you'll marry me, if I be willing? 

[To Phebe. 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me, 
Youll give yourself to this most faithnil shepherd ? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
Ros. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she will? 

ITo SiLVIUS. 

SU. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Ros. I have promised to make all this matter 
even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 

daughter ; — 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 
If she refuse me : — and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts all even. 

\_Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some livdiy touches of my daughter's favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter ; 
But, my good lord, this boy is foTesl-boxxv % 
And hath been tutor'd in ^e rudinveivl^ 
Of many desperate studies by his utvcVe, 



i 
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Whom he reports to be a great magidan. 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 



Enter Touchstone and Audbet. 

Jaq, There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a 
pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are 
called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jag. Good my lord, bid him welcome: TUs is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest: he hath been a courtier, he 
swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me t» 
my purgation. I have trod a measure' ; I nave flat- 
tered a lady ; I have been politick with my firiend, 
smooth with mine enemy; I have undone diree 
tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to hare 
fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta*en up ? 

Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause ? — Good my lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. Sir ; I desire you of the like. I press in 
here, sir, amongst the rest of the country nilks, to 
swear, and to forswear; according as marriage binds, 
and blood breaks: — A poor virgin, sir, an ill- 
favoured thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor humour 
of mine, sir, to take that that no man else willt 
Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor- 
house ; as your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the fooFs bolt, sir. 

' A blate\y wVtmu A«m:iu 
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Jaq. Biilfor the seventh cause : haw did j'ou lind 
the quarrel on the seventli cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ; — Bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey: — as thus, sir. I 
(lid dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he 
sent me word, if 1 said bis beard was not cut well, 
he wae in ibe mind it was : This is called the Retort 
courteous. If I sent htm word again, it was not well 
cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please 
liiraself: This ia called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : This 
is call'd the Reply churlish. If again, it was nut well 
cut, he would answer, I spake not true : This is 
call'd the Reproof •Ealiant. If again, it not was well 
cut, he would say, I lie : This is called the Coun- 
tercheck quarreUome : and so to the Lie circumstan- 
lial, and the Lie direct. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not 
well cut? 

Toiuh, I durst go no further than the Lie circum- 
itantial, nor he durst not give mc the Zic* direct ; 
and 80 we measured swords, and parted. 

Jag. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of Ibe lie? 

Totich. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ; 
a> you have books f^r good manners : I will name 
yau the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous ; 
tlic second, the Quip modest; the third, the Reply 
churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the finh, 
the Countercheck quarrelsome; the sisth. the Lie 
»ith circumstance; the seventh, the Lie direct. 
AH these you may avoid, but the lie direct ; and 
}'ou may avoid that too, with an ^ I knew when 
•even justices could not take up a quarrel : but 
ithen Uic parties were met themselves, one of tliem 
ihoughl but of an Ifi as, Ifi/oti said »o, thrn I said 
'a I and they shook hands, and swore brothers. 
Vour 1/ is tile only peiice-maker ; much vKt-vyu 
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rood at any thinir^ nd ytit a ft^ ' ■ ' 

Duie &>He uwt Wi fhfft Ttii d jfaftlitflinni 
ud under th6 pttoeMtti<m«ffliilie be ^ibiittWiA 

£iter Himn leadiag BouxJqn.M 9tmmil 



Hjno. not w A«fv «d»A ii»,4eft*% 
Wien ea r Oify tkiHgi «Mlfe'«Mi 

.^f<Me together. 
Oeod iMc, receive My daughter, 
Hymen'Jhint heaven brought her. 

Yea, irought her hither; 
Tha thou might' St join her hand oil Mt, ' 
Whate heKrt uitAin her botom it. 

Hot. Td jmt pntafa^, fat I ttarjam. 

To yoa I ^re 'myicJ^ fiv I ani yonnt 

[TbOioAipft 
Dttis & If there be truth in n^U^ yoa an iij 

dau^ter. ' 
Ori. If there be truth in n^ yon an My B«i- 

I^e. If n^A and Bhape be tne, 
Whv then, — my lore, ndleii I 
Am. ni have no &ther. If you be not fao^- 

111 hare no haabend, if yoa be not he; — 

Nor ne'er ired iroman, if yoa be not ehe. 

Hym, Peoeotho! X her coafiuioo i 
Ik I mint make conoIuaiaD 
Of theae mott «xi9^ «MnMt 
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Here's eight that must take hand, 
To join in Hymen's bands, 
if truth holds true contents.^ 
and you no cross shall part : 

[To Ohlanbo and Rosalh^ 
and you are heart in heart: 

ITo Oliver onrf Cai 
[To Phebe] to his love must accia 
Or have a woman to your lord : — 
You and you are sure together, 

l_To Touchstone and Aud^ 
As the winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing. 
Feed yourselves with questioning ; 
^^ ' reason wonder may diminish, 

thus we met, and these things finisl 



Wedding ii great Juno's crown ; 

Idfssedbond of board and bed! 
~" " meri pemiles everij totvn ; 

wedlock then benonoured; 
, high honour and renown, 
fynten, god of every timn ! 

S. O ray dear niece, welcome thou i 
tne; 
daughter, welcome in no less degree. 
'kt. I will not eat my word, now thou arl 
futh my fancy to tnee doth combine. 

[To SiLV] 

Enter Jauueh de Bois. 

0aq de B. Let me have audience for a 
1 two; 

^Cond son of old sir Uowland, 

f ViileM truth fail of veracity. 
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TbBt bring diese tidhin to ilA^ ftli^4#ttMy :-- ' 
Duke Fr^rick, heirffig ho#U4^ . 

Men of sraftt worth reiortiBd to niis^finiCf . 
Address d a nuchty power t wUdi wisirar tti ft6l» 
In his own conidact, porposeljr to tal^e 
His brother here, and put him to die.snnitd: 
And to the skirts of dus wild wood he caoie; 
l^ere^ meeting with an M rditgidtas minH 
After some ^uesticms with him, Iras cOi fc ye ng d 
Both from his enterprise, and flomi iBe Msfll: 
His crown bequeadung to his banish'd Imttsr, 
And all then: lands reitor^d toOtem a^^ 
That were with him e:dl'd: TUstobOtree^ 
I do engage my life. ^*- . ■ 

Duke & Wdcome, yoott men; 

Thou offer^st fairiy to thr brothers* wedSng: 
To one, his lands wtthlMud; and to Ae oAer» 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those .ends 
That here were wcdl begun, and well bc(got: 
And after, every of this happy number. 
That have endured shrew'd days anid nig^withai 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune^ 
According to the measure of thdr states. 
Meantime, forget tliis new-fall*n digni^, 
Andfall into our rustick revelry :^» 
Flay, musick; — and you, bridei and bridegrosa 

all. 
With measure heap*d in joy, to the meaanes li> 

Jaq, Sir, bv your patience; If I neud J« 
rightly, 
The duke hath put on a religious life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous oonrt? 

Jaq. de B. He hath. . , 

Jaq. To him will I: out of these c on v e it hs s 
There is much matter to be heard and leam*d.— 
' You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

[ToDobS 
Your patience, axiA -joxa V\T\»fc>^w8\ ^KMsntft it:- 
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You [To Orlando] to a love, that your true faith 

doth merit:— 
You ITo Oliver] to jour land, and love, and great 

allies: — 
You [To SiLvics] to a long and well deserved 

bed; — 
And you [_To Touchstone] to wrangling, for thy 

loving voyage 
Is but for two months victualed : — So to your plea* 

sures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Duie S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 
Jtiq, To see no pastime, I: — what you would 
have 
m stav to know at your abandoned cave. [Exit. 
Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these 
rites. 
And we do trust they'll end, in true delights. 

[i4 dance. 



EPILOGUE. 



Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the 
epilogue : but it is no more unhandsome, than to 
see the lord the prologue. If it be true, that good 
mne needs no bushy 'tis true, that a good play needs 
no epilogue : Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes; and good plays prove the better by the 
help of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, 
that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot in- 
sinuate with you in the behalf of a good play ? I 
am not furnished ^ like a beggar, therefore to beg 
will not become me : my way is, to conjure you ; 

' Dressed. 
VOL, in. Q 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

RouftiUon. A Room in the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Bertram, the Countess of RousiLLONy 
Helena, and Lafeu, tit moufiting. 

Countess. In delivering my son from me, I bury 
a second husband. 

Ber* And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my 
&ther's death anew : but I must attend his majesty's 
command, to whom I am now in ward \ evermore 
in subjection. 

Lqfl You shall find of the king a husband, madam; 
*-you, sir, a father : He that so generally is at all 
times good, must of necessity hold his virtue to 
you ; whose worthiness would stir it up where it 
Wanted, rather than lack it where there is such 
abundance. 

Cotffi^.'What hope is there of his majesty's amend-* 
xnent? 

1 Voder bk particular care, as my g;u»K^&ttA. 

Q3 
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Zo/I He hath abandoned his physicians, nu 
under whose practices he hath persecuted timi 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the pi 
but only the losing of hope by time. ^ 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a £ 
(O, that had! how sad a passage 'tis!) whom 
was almost as great as his honesty ; had it stre 
^so far, would have made nature immortal, 
death should have play for lack of work. 'Vi 
for the king's sake, he were living! I thii 
would be the death of the king's disease. 

Lqf. How called you the man you spei 
madam ? 

Count. He was famous, sir, in his professioi 
it was his great right to be so : Gerard de Nai 

L(if. He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the 
very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and m 
ingly ; he was skilful enough to have lived si 
knowledge could be set up against mortali 
Was this gentlewoman the daughter of Gera 
Narbon ? 

Count, His sole child, my lord ; and beque 
to my overlooking. I have those hopes ol 
good, that her education promises : her dispos 
she inherits, which make fair gifls fairer; for ^ 
an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, 
commendations go with pity, they are virtue 
traitors too ; in her they are the better for 
simpleness ; she derives her honesty, and ac) 
her goodness. 

Lqf. Your commendations, madam, get froi 
tears. 

Count, 'Tis the best brine a maiden can s 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father 
approaches her heart, but the tyranny of he; 
rows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No 
of this, Helena, go to, no more ; lest it be i 
thought you affect a sorrow, than to have. 

//el. 1 do affect a sottoyj , Vci^^^^ \sva. i h 
too. 
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Laf, Moderate lamentation is the right of the 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count, If the Jiving be enemy to the grief, the 
excess makes it soon mortal. 

Ber, Madam,! desire your holy wishes. 

Lqf, How understand we that ? 

Count, Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy 
father 
In manners, as in shape ! thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right ! Love aul, trust a few. 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than use ; and keep thy mend 
Under thy own life's key : be checked for silence. 
But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more will. 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down. 
Fall on thy head ! Farewell. — My lord, 
'Tis an unseasoned courtier ; good my lord. 
Advise him. 

L(if. He cannot want the best 

That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him ! — Farewell, Bertram. 

[^Exit Countess. 

Ber. The best wishes, that can be forged in your 
tlioughts, [To Helena] be servants to you ! Be 
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make 
much of her. 

Lctf Farewell, pretty lady : You must hold the 
credit of your father. 

[Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 

Hel. O, were that all ! — I think not on my 
father ; 
And these great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none, 
IP Bertram be away. It were all one, 
That I should love a bright particular slat. 
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And think to wed it, he is bo aboT9 m^ : 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comfortedy not in his. sphere. 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself: 
The hind, that would be mated by th^ han^ 
Must die for love. Twas pretty, though a plag 
To see him every hour ; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
In our heart's table ; heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick ^ of his sweet £Etvour ': 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous £uicy 
Must sanctify his relicks. Who comes here ? 

Enter Parglles. 

One that goes with him : I love him for his nkc 

And yet I know him a notorious liar. 

Think him a great wav fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix'd evils sit so fit in him. 

That they take place, when virtue's steely bone 

Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft we i 

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair queen. 

Hel. And you, monarch. — You're for the co 
There shall your master have a thousand lovei, 
A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 
A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 
A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear; 
His humble ambition, proud humility. 
His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 
His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptions Christendoms, 
That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he— - 
I know not what he shall ; — God send him well 
The court's a learning-place ; — and he is one - 

Par. What one, i'foith ? 

< Peculiarity of feature. > Countenanci 
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Heh That I wish well.— Tis pity-^ . 

Par. What's pity ? 

Hel. That wishing, well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt : that we, the poorer born, 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, . 
Might with effects of them follow our friends. 
And show what we alone must think ; which never 
Ketums us thanks. 

Enter a Page. 

Page^ Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you. 

[Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : If 1 can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hd. Monsieur P&rolles, you were bom under a 
charitable star. 

Par, Under Mars, I. 

Hd. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par, Why under Mars ? 

Hel, The wars have so kept you under, that you 
must needs be bom under Mars. . 

Par, When he was predominant. 

Hd, When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par, Why think you so ? 

Hd, You go so much backward, when you fight. 

Par, That's for advantage. 

Hd, So is running away, when fear proposes the 
safety : but the composition, that your valour and 
fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and 
I like the wear well. 

Par, I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer 
thee acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the 
vhich, my mstruction shall serve to naturalize thee, 
so thou wilt be capable of a courtier's counsel, and 
i^indcrstand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; else 
thou diest in thine unthankfulness, and thine igno- 
*^ce makes thee away : farewell. Uurci<ixsvb^\ vVcj 
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friends : get thee a good husband, and me him ai 
he uses thee s so farewell. [^ExiL 

HeL Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 
Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us free scope ; only, doth backwara pull 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love so hidi, 
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye r 
The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things.^ 
Impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weiffh their pams in sense ; and do suppose, 
What haUi been cannot be : Who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love? 
The king's disease— my project may deceive mS) 
But my mtents are fix'd, and will not leave me. 

lEA 



SCENE II. 

Paris. A Roam in the KingV Palace. 

Flourish qf Comets. Enter the King qfVnaaoefWiA 
letters; Lords and others attending. 

King. The Florentines and Seno3r8^ are by tbe 
ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and condnue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So 'tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, 'tis most credible ; we here receiYeit 
A certainty, vouch'd from our cousin Austria, 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 

* Things formed by nature for each other. 
^ The citizent oC the «mttll republic of which Sons » 
the capital. 
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Pirejudicates the businessy and would seem 
To nave us make denial. 

1 Lord* His love and wisdom, 
Appror'd so to your majesty, may plead 

For amplest credence. 

^ftiiF. He hath arm'd our answer. 

And Fl<Hrence is denied before he come : 
Tet, for our genUemen, that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well serve 
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 

For breaUiing and exploit. 
King* What's he comes here ? 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parollbs. 

1 Lord. It is the coimt Rousillon, my good lord, 
Toung Bertram. 

King. Touth, thou bear'st thy father's face ; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste. 
Hath well compos'd thee. Thy fietther's moral parts 
MirT^st thou inherit too I Welcome to Pftris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty's. 

Ku^. I would I had that corporal soimaness now. 
As when thy fiftther, and myself, in friendship 
First try'd our soldiership ! He did look fiur 
into the service of the tune, and was 
Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long ; 
But on us both did haggish age steel on. 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest. 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 
£re they can hide their levity in honour. 
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they wer^^ 
His equal had awak'd them ; and bis nono\n> 
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Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 

Exception bids him speak, and, at this time, 

His tongue obey'd his hand: who were below him 

He us'd as creatures of another place : 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 

Making them proud of his humility. 

In their poor praise he humbled : Such a man 

Might be a copy to these younger times ; 

Which, followed well, would demonstrate them now 

But goers backward. 

Ber, His good remembrance, sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof ^ lives not his epitaph, 
As in your royal speech. 

King, 'Would, I were with him ! He would al- 
ways say, 
(Methinks, 1 hear, him now ; his plausive words 
He scattered not in ears, but grafted them. 
To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not /fwf,— 
Thus his good melancholy oft began. 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 
When it was out, — let me not live^ quoth he, 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the sntiff' 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whose constancies 

Expire before their fashions : This he wish'd : 

I, after him, do after him wish too. 
Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 
To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov'd, sir: 

Tliey, that least lend it you, shall lack you first 

King. I till a place, I know*t. — How long is't- 
count. 
Since flie physician at your father's died ? 
He was much fani'd. 

^* \\^\^To\^^^^cvt^. 
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Ber. Some six months since, my lord. 

King* Jf he were living, I would try him yet ; — 
jtaA me an arm ; — the rest have worn me out 
Vith several applications : nature and sickness 
debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count ; 
tfy son's no dearer. 

Ber. Tliank your majesty. 

[^Exeunt. Flourish* 



SCENE III. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess*^ Palace. 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 

Count. I will now hear: what say you of this 
entlewoman ? 

Siew. Madam» the care I have had to even your 
ontent", I wish might be found in the calendar of 
ly past endeavours ; for then we wound our mo- 
98ty, and make foul the clearness of our deserv- 
igSy when of ourselves we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you 
one, sirrah : The complaints, I have heard of you, 
do not all believe : 'tis my slowness, that I do not : 
ir, I know, you lack not toWy to commit them, and 
sive ability enough to make such knaveries yours. 

Clo. Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a 
9or fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not so well that I am poor ; 
lough many of the rich perish : But, if I may have 
our ladyship's good-will to go to the worlds Isbel 
18 woman and I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

do. I do beg your good-will in this case. 

7 To net up to your rfesires* » To be mwritA.. 

vor.. III. R 
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Count In what case ? 

Clo. In Isbel's case, and mine own. Service is 
no heritage : and, I think, I shall never have the 
blessing of God till I have issue ; for, thej saj, 
beams ^ are blessings. 

Count. Is this all your worship's reason ? 
Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 
Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature; 
and, indeed, I do marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wicked- 
ness. 

Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife's sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 
Clo. You are shallow, madam : e'en great friendi. 
Count. Get you gone, sir ; I'll talk with you more 
anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you ; of her I am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I would 
speak with her ; Helen I mean. 

Clo. Was thisjairjace the cause^ quoth she^ 

[Singing. 
JVh^ the Grecians sacked Troy? 
Fond done^y donefond. 

Was this kins Priam's Joj/. 
With that she sighed as she stood^ 
With that she sighed as she stoody 

And gave this sentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be goody 
Among nine bad if one be goody 
There's yet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 

Clo* One good woman in ten, madam ; which if > 
purifying o' the song*. 'Would Fortune serve the 

9 Children. ^ YoOCy^n \^xv"t. 
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)rld SO all 'the year ! we*d find no fault with the 
the-womian. One in ten, quoth a' ! an we might 
.▼e a good woman born but every blazing star, or 

an earthquake, 'twould mend the lottery well ; a 
an may draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 

Count, You'll be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
immand you ? 

Clo. That man should be at woman's command, 
kd yet no hurt done ! — Though honesty be no 
iritan, yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the sur- 
ice of humility over the black ^own of a big heart. 
-I am going forsooth : the busmess is for Helen to 
>me hitiier. [^Exit Clown. 

Count. Well, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle- 
oman entirely. 

Count. Indeed, I do ; her father bequeathed her 
» me ; and she herself, without other advantage, 
Lay lawfully make title to as much love as she finds : 
lere is more owing her, than is paid; and more"^ 
lall be paid her, than she'll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than, 
think, she wished me : alone she was, and did com- 
Liinicate to herself, her own words to her own ears ; 
le thought, I dare vow for her, they touched not 
ay stranger sense. Her matter was, she loved your 
3n: Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that had 
ut such difference betwixt their two estates ; Love, 
o god, that would not extend his might, only where 
ualities were level; Diana, no queen of virgins, 
iiat would suffer her poor knight to be surprised, 
without rescue, in the first assault, or ransome after- 
ward : This she delivered in the most bitter touch 
f sorrow, that e'er I heard virgin exclaim in : which 

held" my duty, speedily to acquaint you withal ; 
[thence^, in the loss that may happen, it concerns 
ou something to know it. 

2 Since. 
R 2 
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Count. You have discharged this honestly ; keep 
it to yourself: many likelihoods informed me of thn 
before, which hung so tottering in the balance, that 
I could neither believe, nor misdoubt : Fray you, 
leave me ; stall this in your bosom, and I thank yoa 
for your honest care : I will speak with you furuer 
anon. [^Exit Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. Even so it was with me, when I was young: 
If we are nature's, these are ours : this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is bom ; 
It is the show and seal of nature's truth, 
Where love's strong passion is impress'd in youth : 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults ; — or then we thought them 

none. 
Her eye is sick on't : I observe her now. 

Hel. What is your pleasure, madam ? 

Count. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother; 

Why not a mother ? When I said, a modier, 
Methought you saw a serpent : WHat's in mother. 
That you start at it? I say, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That were enwombed mine : 'Tis oflen seen, 
Adoption strives with nature ; and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds : 
You ne'er oppressed me with a mother's groan, 
Yet 1 express to you a mother's care: — 
(jramercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood, 
To say, I am thy mother ? What's the matter, 
That this disteniper'd messenger of wet, 
The many-colour'd iris, rounds thine eye? 
^'VTiy?— that you are my daughter? 
//e/. TVval I am not. 



^EME III.] THAT ENDS WELL. 185 

Count. I say, I am your mother. 

Hd. Pardon, madam ; 

The count Rousillon cannot be my brother : 
I am from humble, he from honour*d name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble : 
My master, my dear lord he is ; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die : 
He must not be my brother. 

Count. Nor I your mother ? 

HeL You are my mother, madam ; 'Would you 
were 
(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mdther ! — or were you both our mo- 
thers. 
So I were not his sister : Can't no other. 
But I, your daughter, he must be my brother ? 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter- 
in-law ; 
[ hope you mean it not ! daughter, and mother, 
So strive^ upon your pulse ; What, pale again? 
My fear hatn catch'd your fondness : Now I see 
rhe mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Vour salt tears' head.^ Now to all sense 'tis gross, 
Vou love my son ; invention is asham'd. 
Against the proclamation of thy passion, 
To say thou dost not : therefore tell me true ; 
But tell me then, 'tis so: — for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, one to the other ; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours. 
That in their kind they speak it : only sin 
And perverse obstinacy tie thy tongue. 
That truth should be suspected : Speak, is't so ? 
If it be bo, you have wound a goodly clue ; 
If it be not, forswear't : howe'er, I cnarge thee 
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 
To tell me truly. 
HeL Good madam, paxdoiv rcv^\ 

' Contend, * The source, t\\e c^iwse ol ^o>» ^^^^ 

R 3 
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• 

Count. Do you love my son ? 

HeL Your pardon, noble mistren! 

Count, Love you my son ? 

HeL Do not you love him, madam? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, difdoM 
The state of your affection; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

HeL Then, I confess, 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 
I love your son: — 

My friends were poor, but honest; sO*s my love: 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 
That he is lov*d of me : I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit ; 
Nor would I have him, till I do deserve him ; 
Yet never know how that desert should be. 
I know I love in vain, strive against hope ; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve, 
I still pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack npt to lose still : thus, Indian4ike, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
Tlie sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 
But knows of him no more. My dearest madan» 
Let not your hate encounter with my love. 
For loving where you do : but, if yourself, 
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth. 
Did ever, in so true a flame of liking. 
Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love ; O then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ; 
That seeks not to find that her search implies. 
But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies. 

Count, Had you not lately an intent, speak tnily« 
To go to Paris ? 
HeL Madam, \ W^. 

Count, \N\\^\\iW^'^ \5^\\s&» 
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HeL I will tell truth : by grace itself, I swear. 
You know, my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, such as his reading, 
And manifest experience, had collected 
For general sovereignty ; and that he wilFd me 
In heedfuUest reservation to bestow them. 
As notes, whose faculties inclusive were 
More than they were in note**^: amongst the rest, 
There is a remedy, approv'd, set down, 
To cure the desperate languishes, whereof 
The king is rendered lost. 

Count. This was your motive 

For Paris, was it ? speak. 

HeL My lord your son made me to think of this ; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king. 
Had, from the conversation of my thoughts, 
Haply, been absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 
He would receive it ? He and his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him ; 
They, that they cannot help : How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Emboweird of their doctrine^, have left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hel. There's something hints, 

More than my father's skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your 

honour 
But give me leave to try success, Fd venture 
rhe well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure, 
3y such a day, and' hour. 

Count, Dost thou believe't ? 

fid. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count* Why, Helen, thou shalt have my \e«Ne> 
jond Jove, 

* Apj}€arancc. p Kxhaubted oi vW\t ^ViiX* 
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Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court ; 111 stay at home. 
And pray Grod's blessing into thy attempt : 
Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this, 
What I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

Paris. A Room in the King'x Palace* 

Flourish . Enter King, tviih young Lords taking leave 
for the Florentine war; Bertram, Parollo, 
and Attendants. 

King. Farewell, young lord, these warlike prin* 
ciples 
Do not throw from you:— and you, my lord, fitfe- 

well : -r- 
Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all. 
The gift doth stretch itself as 'tis receiv*d, 
And is enough for both. 

1 Lord, It is our hope, sir, 

After well-enter d soldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords; 
\Vhether I live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Those 'bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monaTc\\y",^ %ee, \!t«x ^qm ^lwrc 
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to WOO honour, but to wed it ; when 

bravest questant^ shrinks, find what you seek, 

fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell. 

Lard, Health, at your bidding, serve your 
majesty ! 

ng. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them ; 

say, our French lack language to deny, 

ey demand : beware of being captives, 

:e you serve. ^ 

ih. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

ng. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

[ The King retires to a couch. 

Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will stay be- 
hind us ! 

:r. 'Tis not his fault ; the spark — — 

Lord. O, 'tis brave wars ! 

:r. Most admirable : I have seen those wars. 

r. I am commanded here, and kept a coil ^ 
with — 

foungf and the next year^ and '^ too early. 

r. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal away 
bravely. 

r. I shall stay here 

dng my shoes on the plain masonry, 

lonour be bought up, and no sword worn, . 

»ne to dance with ! By heaven, FU steal away. 

^aord. There's honour in the theft. 

r. Commit it, count. 

"^^ord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell. 

r. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured 

Ayrd. Farewell, captain. 
jord. Sweet monsieur Parolles ! 
r. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin. 
sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals : — 

fi Seeker, enquirer. 

9 Be not captives before you are soldiers. 

I In a bustle. 
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You shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one 
captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of 
war, here on his sinister cheek ; it was this veiy 
sword entrenched it : say to him, I live ; and ob- 
serve his reports for me. 

2 Lord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par, Mars dote on you for his novices ! {EuuMi 
Lords.] What will you do ? 

Ber, Stay : the king [^Seeing him rite. 

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble 
lords ; you have restrained yourself within the list 
of too cold an adieu; be more expressive to them; 
for they wear themselves in the cap of the time,- 
there, do muster true gait^, eat, speak, and move 
under the influence of the most received star ; and 
though the devil lead the measure^, such are to be 
followed : after them, and take a more dilated fare- 
well. 

Ber. And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove meet 
sinewy sword-men. 

^Exeunt Bertram and Parolles. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Lqf. Pardon, my lord, [^Kneeling.l^ for me and 
for my tidings. 

King, ril fee thee to stand up. 

Lqf. Then here's a mm 

Stands, that has brought his pardon. I would, you 
Had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and 
That, at my bidding, you could so stand up. 

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy pate. 
And ask thee mercy for't. 

Lqf. Goodfaith, across:^ 

But, my good lord, 'tis thus ; Will you be cur'ii 
Of your infirmity ? 

s They are the foremost in the fashion. 

3 Have the true mililwy ste^j. * The dancf- 
•^ Unskilfully ; a pYvTOae \«Lecv Vcwsi >Je«i. «.iLeccisc at* 

quintaine. 



I 
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Kir^. No. 

Zfl/f O, will you eat 

No grapeSy my royal fox? yes, but you will, 
My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 
Could readi them : I have seen a medicine,^ 
That's able to breathe life into a stone ; 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary, ^ 
With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch 
b powerful to araise king Pepin, nay. 
To ehre great Charlemagne a pen in his hand. 
And write to her a love-line. 
King. What her is this ? 

Zpflt/f Why, doctor she: My lord, there's one 
arriv'd. 
If you will see her, — now by my faith and honour, 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession, 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness : Will you see her 
(For that is her demand,) and know her business ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine. 
By wond'ring how thou took'st it. 

I^ Nay, ril fit you. 

And not be all day neither. lEadt Lafeu. 

King. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 

Re-enter Lafeu, uoith Helena. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. 

Ktng. This haste hath wings, indeed. 

La/l Nay, come your ways ; 
This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 
A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 

*A female physician. i k kind ot dvxvee. 
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His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid's uncle,* 
That dare leave two together ; fare you well. [£nf. 

King. Now, fair one, does your business folloir 
us? 

Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon wu 
My father ; in what he did profess, well found.' 

King, I knew him. 

HeL The rather will- 1 spare my praises towanb 
him ; 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one, 
Which, as the dearest issue, of his practice, 
And of his old experience the only darling. 
He bade me store up, as a triple eye, ^ 
Safer than mine own two, more dear; I have lo: 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch'd 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift stands chief in power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance. 
With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, — 
When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labourmg art can never ransom nature 
From her inaidable estate, — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To 6mpiricks ; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit^ to esteem 
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem. 

Hel. My duty then shall pay me for my paini: 
I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. 

<* I am like Pandarus. ^ Well informed. 

• A third eye. 
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g, I cannot give thee less, to be call'd grate- 
ful: 
:hought'st to help me ; and such thanks I give, 
e near death to those that wish him live : 
'hat at full I know, thou know'st no part : 
ring all my peril, thou no art. 
. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
you set up your rest 'gainst remedy : 
at of greatest works is finisher, 
les them by the weakest minister : 
y writ in babes have judgment shown, 
judges have been babes. Great floods have 

flown, 
simple sources ; and great seas have dried, 
miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
;pectation fails, and most oft there 
i most it promises ; and oft it hits, 
i hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 
g, I must not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind 

maid; 
Biius, not us'd, must by thyself be paid : 
:Sy not took, reap thaiiks for their reward. 
. Inspired merit so by breath is barr*d : 
ot so with him that all things knows, 
with us that square our guess by shows : 
ost it is presumption in us, when 
elp of heaven we count the act of men. 
(ir, to my endeavours give consent ; 
iven, not me, make an experiment. 
lOt an impostor, that proclaim 
f against the level of mine aim ; 
low I think, and think I know most sure, 
t is not past power, nor you past cure. 
g. Art thou 80 confident ? Within what space 
; thou my cure ? 

The greatest grace lending grace, 
rice the horses of the sun shall bring 
fiery torcher his diurnal ring ; 

. Ill, s 
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Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quench'd his sleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's class 
Hath told the thievish minutes how &ey pass ; 
What is infirm from the sound part shaU ny, 
Health shall live free, and sickness freely cUe* 

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar'st thou venture ? 

HeL Tax of impudence^— 

And of rash boldness, a divulged shame, ^ 
Traduc'd by odious ballads ; my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwise ; no worst of worst extended, 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

King. Methinks, in thee some blessed spirit dodi 
speak; 
His powerful sound, within an organ weak : 
And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves another way. 
Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate; 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happiness and prime can happy call : 
Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate. 
Sweet practiser, thy physick I will try ; 
That ministers thine own death, if I die. 

HeL If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die ; 
And well deserved : Not helping, death's my fee ; 
But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

HeL But will you make it ev«i? 

King. Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of 
heaven. 

Hel. Then shalt thou give me, with thy king! J 
hand. 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
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Exempted be from me the arrogance 

To choose from forth the royal blood of France ; 

Mj low and humble name to propagate 

Vnth any branch or image of thy state : 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 

Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

Kins, Here is my hand ; the premises observ'd, 
Thy will by my performance shall be serv'd ; 
So make thee choice of thy own time ; for I, 
Thy resolv'd patient, on thee still rely. 
More should I question thee^ and more I must ; 
Tliough, more to know, could not be more to trust ; 
F^m whence thpu cam'st, how 'tended on, — But 

rest 
Ufiquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest. — 
Give me some help here, ho ! — If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed. 

[Flourish. Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess'^ Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. Come on, sir ; I shall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
taught : I know my business is but to the court. 

Count. To the court! why, what place make you 
special, when you put off that with such contempt ? 
But to the court. 

do. Truly, madam, if nature have lent a man 
any manners, he may easily put it off at court ; he 
that cannot make a leg, put off's cap, kiss his hand> 
and say nothing, has neither leg, Viaiv^^) \v^> west 
cap; aad, indeed^ such a fellow, lo ^oj \itec«»^^ 

s 2 
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were not for the court: but> for me, I have an 
answer will serve all men. 

Count, Will your answer serve fit to all questicms? 

Clo, As fit as ten groats for the hand of an at- 
torney, as a pancake for Shrove-Tuesday, or a 
morris for May-day. 

Count, Have you, I say, an answer of such fitncM 
for all questions ? 

Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Count, It must be an answer of most monstroui 
size, that must fit all demands. 

Clo, But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak truth of it : here it is, and all 
that belongs to't: Ask me, if I am a courtier; tt 
shall do you no harm to learn. 

Count, An end, sir, to your business: Give Hekq 
this. 
And urge her to a present answer back : 
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 
This is not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them. 

Count, Not much employment for you : Y<hi 
understand me ? 

Clo, Most fruitfully; I am there before my lop* 

Count, Haste you again. [Exeunt sevenuk/. 



SCENE III. 

Paris. A Room in the King'^ Palace. 
Enter Bertram, La feu, and Parolles. 

• 

Laf. They say, miracles are past ; and wc hvt 
our philosophical persons, to make modern^ aad 
i ami liar things, supernatural and causeless. Hence 
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;, that we make trifles of terrors ; ensconcing 

selves into seeming knowledge, when we should 

init ourselves to an unknown fear. 

\ir. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wonder, 

\ hath sliot out in our latter times. 

?«r. And so 'tis. 

dtf. To be relinquished of the artists, 

'ar. So I say ; both of Galen and Paracelsus. 

Mf, Of all the learned and authentic fellows, — 

^ar. Right, so I say, 

\qf. That gave him out incurable, — 

Vir. Why, there 'tis ; so say I too. 

^ Not to be helped, — 

^ar. Right : as 'twere, a man assured of an — ^ 

4if. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Vrr. Just, you say well ; so would I have said. 

uf, I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world. 

*ar. It is, indeed : if you will have it in show- 

you shall read it in, What do you call 

e?— 

of, A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 

►r. 

Vxr. That's it I would have said ; the very same. 

of. Why, your dolphin'^ is not lustier: 'fore me 

eak in respect 

Vir. Nay, 'tis strange, 'tis very strange, that is 
irief and the tedious of it ; and he is of a most 
lorous ^ spirit, that will not acknowledge it to 

he 

€tfm Very hand of heaven. 
ar. Ay, so I say. 

ff^ In a most weak 

ar. And debile minister, great power, great 
scendence: which should, indeed, give us a 
ler use to be made, than alone the recovery of 

cing, as to be 

tf. Generally thankful. 

4 The Dauphin. ^ Wicked* 

s 3 



198 all's well [aotu. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par, I would have said it ; you say well : Here 
comes the kins. 

Lqf. Lustick % as the Dut6hman says : FU like 
a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head: 
Why, he*s able to lead her a coranto. 

Par, Is not this Helen ? 

Ltif, I think so. 

King, Go, call before me all the lords in court— 

lExit an Attendant 
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient s side ; 
And with this healthful hand, whose banish'd sense 
Thou hast repealed, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful 

parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 
O'er whom both sovereign power and father's voice 
I have to use : thy frank election make ; 
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for- 
sake. 
Hel, To each of you one fair and virtuous mis- 
tress 
Fall, when love please! — marry, to each, but one! 

Lqf. Vd give bay CurtaF, and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than these boyt'f 
And writ as little beard. 

King, Peruse them well : 

Not one of those, but had a noble father. 

HeL Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath, through me, restored the king to 
health. 

'^ Lustigh IS l\\c BvxlcVv NNotvVVot lusty, cheerful. 
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All. We understand it,and thank Heaven for you. 

Hd. I am a simple maid; and therein wealthiest, 

That, I protest, I simply am a maid : 

Please it your majesty, I have done already : 
Hie blushes in my cneeks thus whisper me. 
We Uushy that thou should*st choose; buty be refused. 
Let the tohite death sit on thy cheek for ever ; 
fVe'U ne'er come there again. 

King, ' Make choice ; and, see. 

Who snuns thv love, shuns all his love in me. 

HeL Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly ; 
And to imperial Love, that god most high. 
Do my signs stream. — Sir, will you hear my suit ? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

HtL Thanks, sir ; all the rest is mute. 

Lqf, I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-ace^ for my life. 

HeL The honour, sir, that flames in your fair 
eyes, 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hel. My wish receive. 

Which great love grant ! and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her ? An they were sons 
of imne, Fd have them whipped. 

Hel. Be not afraid [To a Lord.] that I your hand 
should take ; 
[11 never do you wrong for your own sake : 
Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed. 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Lqf. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none 
liave her. 

HeL You are too young, too happy, and too 
good. 

^ The lowest chance of the dice. 
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4t Lord, Fair one, I think not so. 
Lqf. There's one grape yet, — lam sure, Ay 
father drank wine. — But if thou be'st not an ass, 1 
am a youth of fourteen ; I have known thee al- 
ready. 

HeL I dare not say, I take you ; [To Bertram.] 
but I give 
Me, and my service, ever whilst I live. 
Into your guiding power. — This is the man. 
King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, she's 

thy wife. 
Ber, My wife, my liege? I shall beseech your 
highness, 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know'st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me ? 

Ber. Yes, my eood lord ; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 
King, Thou know'st, she has rais'd me from mj 

sickly bed. 
Ber, But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well ; 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor physician's daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Ilather corrupt me ever ! 

King, 'Tis only title ^ thou disdain'st in her, the 
which 
I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In differences so mighty : If she be 
All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik'st, 
A poor physician's daughter,) thou dislik'st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so : 
From lowest place when virtuous things proceed. 
The place is dignified by the doer's deed : 
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Where great additions ^ swell, and virtue none, 

[t is a dropsied honour : good alone 

[s good, without a name ; vileness is so : 

Fhe property by what it is should go, 

Nfot by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

[n these to nature she's immediate heir ; 

^d these breed honour : that is honour's scorn, 

iVhich challenges itself as honour's bom, 

ind is not like the sire : Honours best thrive, 

iVhen rather from our acts we them derive 

rhan our fore-goers : the mere word's a slave, 

3ebauch'd on every tomb ; on every grave, 

\. lying trophy, and as ofl is dumb, 

iVhere dust, and deep oblivion, is die tomb 

y£ honour'd bones indeed. \^at should be said ? 

f thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

' can create the rest : virtue, and she, 

B her own dower ; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do't. 

King. Thou wrong'st thyself, if thou should'st 
strive to choose. 

Hel* That you are well restor'd, my lord, I'm 
glad; 
Let the rest so. 

King. My honour's at the stake; which to defeat, 
'. must produce my power : Here, take her hand, 
?TOud scornful boy, unworthv this good gift ; 
rhat dost in vile misprision shackle up 
Vfy love, and her desert ; that canst not dream, 
i/Ve, poizing us in her defective scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam : that wilt not know, 
[t is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We please to have it grow : Check thy contempt : 
Dbey our will, which travails in thy good : 
Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right, 
MThich both thy duty owes, and our power claims ; 

' Tides. 
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Or I will throw thee from my care for ever. 
Into the staggers, and tlie careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and hate. 
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice. 
Without all terms of pity : Speak ; thine answer, 

Ber, Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I consider. 
What great creation, and what dole of honour, 
Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled, 
Is, as 'twere, born so. 

King. Take her by the hand. 

And tell her, she is thine : to whom I promise 
A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate, 
A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King, Good fortune, and the favour of the king* 
Smile upon this contract ; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the new-born brief. 
And be performed to-night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space. 
Expecting absent friends. As thou lov'st her. 
Thy love's to me religious ; else, does err. 

[^Exeunt King, Bertram, Helena, Lordi» 
and Attendants. 

Lqf, Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with yoo* 

Par. Your pleasure, sir ? 

Lqf. Your lord and master did well to make hii 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation ? — my lord ? — my master? 

Lqf. Ay ; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par. A most harsh one ; and not to be underitoo' 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

Lqf. Are you companion to the count Rousilloi? 

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what is ml* 

Lqf. To what is count's man ; count's master ii 
of another style. 
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Par, You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, you 

e too old. 

Laf. I must teli thee, sirrali, I write man; to 
ich title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries -, to be 
Ipretty wise fellow; thou didst make tolerable vent 
f thy travel : it might pass : yet the scarfs, and the 

□oeretB, about thee, did manifoldly dissuade me 
rom believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. 

have now found thee ; when I lose thee again, I 
ire not : yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
Up : and that thou art scarce worth. 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity 
^n thee, 

ia/: Do not plunge thpelf too far in anger, lest 
bou hasten thy trial ; which if — mercy on thee for 

hen ! So, my good window of lattice, fare thee 

:ll : thy casement I need not open, for I look 
lirough thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious in- 
tignity. 

L^. Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy 

it. 

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

L^. Yes, good faith, every dram of it ; and I 
fOl mit bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall be wiser, 

Laf. E'en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 

lU at a smack o' tlie contrary. If ever ihou be'st 

Mmd in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shah find what 

ii to be proud of thy bondage. T have a desire 

ih(4d my acquaintance with thee, or rather my 
* ;dgc 1 that I may say, in the default ", he u 

I KDOW. 

,a-iir. My lord, you do me most insupportable 
tnuton. 
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Laf. For doing I am past ; as I will by thee, in 
what motion age will give me leave. \Ealt» 

Par, Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis- 
grace off me ; scurvy, old lord ! — Well, I must be 
patient; there is no fettering of authority. Fll 
beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with anv 
convenience, and he were double and double a lord. 
I'll have no more pity of his age, than I would have 
of — ril beat him, an if I could but meet him 
again. 

Re-enter Lafeu. 

Lqf. Sirrah, your lord and master's married, 
there's news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordflhb 
to make some reservation of your wrongs: He ji 
my good lord : whom I serve above, is my matter. 

Lqf. Who ? God ? 

Par. Ay, sir. 

Lqf. The devil it Is, that's thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up thy arms o'this fashion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves? do other servants so? Bj 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, Fd 
beat thee ; inethinks, thou art a general offencei 
and every man should beat thee. I think, thou 
wast created for men to breathe * themselves upon 
thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, mj 
lord. 

Lqf. Go to, sir ; you were beaten in Italy (v 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a I' 
vagabond, and no true traveller : you are moic V- 
saucy with lords, and honourable personages, thai I 
the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives yoa| 
commission. You are not worth another word, eii^' 
rd call you knave. I leave you. [£jct 
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Enter Bertram. 

r. Good, very good ; it is so then. — Good, 

good ; let it be concealed a while. 

r. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 

r. What is the matter, sweetheart ? 

r. Although before the solemn priest I have 

sworn, 
. not bed her. 

r. What ? what, sweet-heart ? 
r. O my Parolles, they have married me : — 
i the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 
T. France is a dog-hole, and yet no more 

merits 
tread of a man's foot : to the wars ! 
n There's letters from my mother ; what the 

import is, 
»w not yet. 
tr. Ay, that would be known : To the wars, 

my boy, to the wars ! 
rears his honour in a box unseen, 
hugs his kicksy-wicksy ^, here at home ; 
:h should sustain the bond and high curvet 
[ars's fiery steed : To other regions ; 
ce is a stable ; we that dwell in*t jades ; 
efore, to the war ! 

rr. It shall be so ; I'll send her to my house, 
laint my mother with my hate to her, 
whereu>re I am fled ; write to the king 
which I durst not speak : His present gifl 
[ famish me to those Italian fields, 
re noble fellows strike : War is no strife 
lie dark house % and the detested wife, 
ir. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure ? 
*r. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me. 
end her straight away : To-morrow 
3 the wars, she to her single sorrow. 

^ A cant term for a wife, 
tf The bouse made gloomy by discouteivX. 

L, III. T 
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Par. Why, these balls bound ; there's noise in it 
— Tishard; 
A young man married, is a man that's marr*d: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go : 
The king has done you wrong ; but, hush ! 'tis so. 

SCENE IV. 

Another Room in the same. 

Enter Helena and down. 

HeL My mother greets me kindly : Is she well? 

Clo, She is not well ; but yet she has her health: 
she's very merry; but yet she is not well: but 
thanks be given, she's very well, and wants nothing 
i'the world ; but yet she is not well. 

HeL If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
she's not very well ? 

Clo. Truly, she's very well, indeed. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

HeL I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortunes. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on : and 
to keep them on, have them still. — O, my knave ! 
How does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her 
money, I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man ; for many t 
man's tongue shakes out his master's undoing : To 
say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and 
to have nothing, is to be a great part of your title ; 
which is within a very little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou'tt aVtvwe^ 
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Clo, You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou art a knave ; that is, before me thou art a 
knave : this had been truth, sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir ? or were 
you taught to find me ? The search, sir, was pro- 
fitable ; and much fool may you find in you, even to 
the world's pleasure, and die increase of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, iTaith, and well fed. — 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night ; 
A very senous business calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 
Whidi, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- 
ledge; 
But puts it off by a compelFd restraint ; 
Whose want, and whose delay, is strewed with 

sweets. 
Which thev distil now in the curbed time. 
To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy. 
And pleasure drovm the brim. 

Hel. What's his will else ? 

Par. That you will take your instant leave o'the 
king. 
And make this haste as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think 
M^ make it probable need. ^ 

Mel. What more commands he ? 

Par. That, having this obtained, you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I shall report it so. 

Hel. I pray you. — Come, sirrah. 

[Exeunt. 

7 A specious appearance of necessity. 



T 2 
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SCENE V. 

Another Room in the same* 

Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

Lqf, But, I hope, your lordship thinks not himi 
soldier. 

Ber, Yes, my lord, and of very valiant ]q>proo£ 

L(if. You have it from his own deliverance* 

Ber, And by other warranted testimonv. 

Lqf. Then my dial goes not true ; I tooK this lark 
for a bunting.^ 

Ber, I do assure you, my lord, he is very greit 
in knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf, I have then sinned against his experioioe, 
and transgressed against his valour ; and my ittte 
that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in 
my heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray yoo, 
make us friends, I will pursue the amity. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par, These things shall be done, sir. 

[To Bertram. 
Laf, Pray you, sir, who's his tailor ? 
Par. Sir? 

Laf, O, I know him well : Ay, sir ; he, sir, is a 
good workman, a very good tailor. 
Ber, Is she gone to the king ? 

[Aside to Parolles. 
Par. She is. 

Ber. Will she away to-night ? 
Par. As you'll have her. 
Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure» 

'^ The bunting nearly resembles the skylark ; but htf 
iittle or no song, wbkVi ^ncs <»>a\s«sC\wv \» the skylark. 
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jiven order for our horses ; and to-night, 
When I should take possession of the bride, — 

haf. A good traveller is something at the latter 

end of a dinner ; but one that lies three-thirds, and 

a known truth to pass a thousand nothings 

irith, should be once heard, and thrice beaten. — 

Beaven save you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord 

Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into 
ly lord's displeasure. 

io/; You have made ehift to run into't, boots and 
Ipurs and all, hke him that leaped into the custard ; 

id out of it you'll run again, rather than suffer 

lestioD fur your residence. 

Ber, It may be, you have mistaken him, my lord. 
_ I^X' ^'^ shall do so ever, though I took hint at 
bfi prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and believe 
Ihii of tne, there can be no kernel in this light nut; 
9ie soul of this man is his clothes : trust htm not in 
matter of heavy consequence : 1 have kept of them 
tame, and know their natures. — Farewell, inon- 
lieur ! I have spoken better of you, than you have 
'II deserve at my hand ; but we must do good 
■gainst evil. \Edt. 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. 

lier. I think so. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 

Sw. Yes,Idoknowhim«ell; and common speech 
^tea him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 



Hel, I have, sir, as I was commanded IVom you, 
M>ke with the king, and have procur'd his leave 
ir present parting; only, he desires 
Hnv private speech witli you. 



210 ALl/s W£LL [act II. 

You must not marvely Helen, at my course^ 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular : prepar'd I was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : This drives me to entreat yoa, 
That presently you take your way for home ; 
And rather muse ^, than ask, why I entreat you: 
For my respects are better than they seem ; 
And my appointments have in them a need, 
Greater than shows itself, at the first view, 
To you that know them not. This to my mother. 

^Giving a letter. 
Twill be two days ere I shall see you ; so 
I leave yon to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing uj, 

But that I am your most obedient servant* 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hel. And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that. 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail*d 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber, Let that go : 

My haste is very great : Farewell ; hie home. 

Hel, Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you say? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe; * 
Nor dare I say, *tis mine ; and yet it is ; 
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse. 

Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good mj 
lord. 

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur?— 
Farewell. lExit Hslbma. 

" Woudcr. » Possess. 
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Go thou toward home; where I will never come, 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum : — 
Away, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravely, coragio ! 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Florence. A Room in the Dukes Palace. 

Flourish, Enter the Duke of Florence, attended ; 
tU)o French Lords, and others. 

Duke. So that, from point to point, now have you 
heard 
The fundamental reasons of this war ; 
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth. 
And more thirsta after^ 

1 Lard. Holy seems the quarrel 
Upon youir grace's part ; black and fearful 

On the cmposer. 
Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 
Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my lord. 
The reasons of our state I cannot yield. 

But like a common and an outward man. 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it ; since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guessed. 
I>if^. Be it Ills p\ea^ut.e. 
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2 Lord* But I am sure, the younger of our iMh 
ture, 
That surfeit on their ease, will, day by day. 
Come here for physick. 

Duke. Welcome shall they be: 

And all the honours, that can fly from us. 
Shall on them settle. You know your places well ; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow to the field. [^Flourish, Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess'^ Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing; 
mend the ruff ^, and sing; ask questions, and sing; 
pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had 
this trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a 
song. 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [ Opening a letter, 

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, smce 1 was at 
court : our old ling and our Isbels o'the country are 
nothing like your old ling and your IsbeFs o*the 
court : the brains of my Cupid's knocked out ; and 
I begin to love, as an old man loves money, with 
no stomach. 

Count. What have we here ? 

Clo, E'en that you have there. lExii. 
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Count* [Reads.] / have sent you a daugkter'iri' 
inw: she hath recovered the king, and undone me. I 
have toedded her^ not bedded her; and stoom to make 
the not eternal. You shall hear, I am run avmy / 
kn(m Uy before the report come. If there be breadth 
enough in the 'world, I ivill hold a long distance. 
My duty to you. 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bertram. 
This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of so good a king ; 
To pluck his indignation on thy head. 
By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, be- 
tween two soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What IS the matter? 

do. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, 
some comfort ; your son will not be kilFd so soon 
as I thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be kilFd ? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does. Here they come, will tell you more : for 
my party I only hear, your son was run away. 

[Exit Clown. 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Save you, good madam. 
HeL Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 
^ Gent. Do not say so. 

Count. Think upon patience. — Tray you, gen- 
tlemen, — 
1 have felt so many quirks of joy and grief, 
That the first face of neither, on the start. 
Can woman me unto't : — Where is my sou, I ^xvj 
, you? 
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2 Gent Madam, l^e's gone to serve the duke of 
Florence ; 
We met him thitherward ; from thence we came^ 
And after some dispatch in hand at courts 
Thither we bend again. 

HeL Look on his letter, madam; here's mj 

passport. 
[Reads.] When thou canst get the ring mm «y 
finger^ xjohich never shall come offt ana mow me 
a child begotten of thy hody^ that I am Jatker to, 
then call me husband : but in such a then / write f 
never. 
This is a dreadful sentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen? 

1 Gent, Ay, madam; 
And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our patnii 

Count, I pr'3rthee, lady, have a better cheer; 
If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb'st me of a moiety : He was my son ; 
But I do wash his name out of my blood. 
And thou art all my child. — Towards Florence ii 
he? 

2 Gent. Ay, madam. 

Count. And to be a soldier ? 

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose : and, believ^t, 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour, 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return vou thither? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

Hel. [Reads.] Till I have no toifey I have nothitf 
in France. 
Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there? 

Hel. Ay, madam. 

1 Gent. *Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply* 
which 

I heart was not consenting to. 

7ount. Nothing m Ytocve^, wwv\ W \\«,ve no wife' 
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tltere's nothing here that is too good for him, 
tut only she ; and she deserves a lord, 
Ihat twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 
ftnd call her hourly, mistress. Who was with him? 

1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
i^iicb I have some time known. 

Count. Parolles, was't not? 

1 Gent. Ay. my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked- 

y son corrupts a wcll-dcriv'ed nature 
tfttb his inducement. 

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady, 
The fellow has a deal of that, too much, 
(Fhich holds him much to have. 

Count. You are wdcome, gentlemen. 

will entreat you, when you see my son, 
h tell him, that his sword can never win 
rhe honour that he loses : more I'll entreat you 

ritten to bear along, 

2 Gent. We serve you, madam, 
that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count. Not so, but as we change^ our courtesies. 
ill ygu draw near ? 

\_Exe.unt Countess and Gentlemen. 
Hel. TiU I have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
[othine in France, until he has no wife ! 
hou Bhalt have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
ben hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is't I 
chose tbee from thy country, and expose 
B tender limbs of thine to tlie event 

Kthe none-sparing war? and is it I 
It drive tbee from the sportive court, where thou 
ta* ihot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Ifnuoky muskets? O you leaden messengers, 
^Ti4f ride upon the violent speed of tire. 

1; with false aim ; move tite still -piercing air, 
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That sings with piercing, do not touch my lord! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there ; 
Whoever charges on his forward breast, 
I am the caitiff, that do hold him to it ; 
And, though I kill hifn not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected : better 'twere, 
I met the ravia^ iion when he roar'd 
With sharp constraint of hunger ; better 'twere 
That all the miseries, which nature owes, 
Were mine at once : No, come thou home, Ro 

sillon. 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar. 
As oft it loses all ; I vrill be gone : 
My being here it is, that holds thee heiice : 
Shall I stay here to do't ? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house. 
And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 
To consolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day 
For, with the dark, poor thief, I'll steal away. 

[a 



SCENE III. 

Florence. Tuefore the Duke*^ Palace, 

Flouruh. Enter the Duke o/'Flgrenck, BKRTii 
Lords, Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Duke. Tlie general of our horse thou art; and 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credei 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength ; but yet 
We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake. 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 
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Dnke. Then go thou forth ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 
As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Ber. This very day. 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file : 
Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess*^ Palace. 

4 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of 
her? 
Might you not know, she would do as she has done, 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 

Stew. lam Saint Jaques* pilgrim, thither gone: 

Ambitious love hath so in me offended. 
That barefoot plod I the cold ground upon. 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that,Jrom the bloody course of war, 

My dearest master, your dear son may hie ; 
Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far. 

His name with zealous fervour sanctify: 
His taken labours bid him me forgive; 

I, his despiteful Juno^, sent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live. 

Where death and danger dog the heels (f worth: 
He is too good and fair for death and me ; 
Whom I myself enibrace, to set him free. 

Count. Ahr what sharp stiAgs are in her mildest 
words ! 

* Alluding to the story oC HevevXe^. 
v6l. III. u 
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Rinaldo, you did never lack advice^ so much, 
As letting her pass so ; had I spoke with her, 
1 could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus she hath prevented. 

Stexv. Pardon me, madam: 

If 1 had given you this at over-night, 
She might have been o'erta'en ; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be in vain. 

Count. What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greatest justice. — Write, write, Rinaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light : my greatest grief, 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Despatch the most convenient messenger : — 
When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone» 
He will return ; and hope I may, that she. 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense 
To make distinction: — Provide this messenger:— 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 

SCENE V. 

Without the Walls of Florence, 

A tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow o/* Florence, 
Diana, VioLENTA, Mariana, and outer CttizenS' 

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight. 
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Dia* They sa^, the French count has done roost 
honourable service. 

Wid, It is reported that he has taken their great- 
est commander; and that with his own hand he 
slew the duke*s brother. We have lost our labour ; 
they are gone a contrary way : hark ! you may 
know by their trumpets. 

Mar, Come, let's return again, and suffice our- 
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take 
heed of this French earl : the honour of a maid is 
her name ; and no legacy is so rich as honesty. 

Wid, I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Afar. I know that knave ; hang him ! one Pa- 
rolles: a filthy officer he is in those suggestions^ 
for the young earl. — Beware of them, Diana; 
their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all 
these engines are not the things they go under ^: 
many a maid hath been seduced by them ; and the 
misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade 
succession, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise 
you further ; but, I hope, your own grace will keep 
you where you are, though there were no further 
danger known, but the modesty which is so lost. 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, in the dress of a Pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim. 

I know she will lie at my house : thither they send 

one another : Fll question her. — 

God save you, pilgrim ! Whither are you bound ? 

HeL To Saint Jaques le grand. 
Where do the palmers^ lodge, I do beseech you ? 

7 Temjitations. 8 >Jot what their names express. 
9 Pilgnms ; so called from a staff or bow%Vi o^ ^\sl ^«^ 
they were wont to carry, 

u 2 
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fVid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port 

HeL Is this the way ? 

fVid. Ay, marry, is it. — Hark yool 

[A march afar tf 
They come this way : — If you will tarry, holy pl> 

grim. 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you shall be lodg*d ; 
The rather, for, I think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Hd» Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

HeL I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure. 

fVid. You came, I think, from France ? 

HeL Ididio. 

Wid, Here you shall see a countrjrman of youn, 
That has done worthy service. 

HeL His name, I pray too. 

Dta. The count Rousillon: Know you such a 
one? 

HeL But by the ear, that hears most nobly of 
him : 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe'er he is. 

He's bravely taken here. He stole from France, 
As 'tis reported, for * the king had married him 
Against his liking : Think you it is so ? 

HeL Ay, surely, mere the truth ; I know his 
lady. 

Dia. There is a gentleman, that serves the count, 
Reports but coarsely of her. 

HeL What's his name? 

Dia. Monsieur ParoHes. 

HeL O, I believe with him. 

In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
"^o have her name repeated ; all her deserving 
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Is a reserved honesty, and that 
I have not heard examined. 

Dia. Alas, poor lady ! 

Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

Wid. A right good creature : wheresoe'er she is, 
Her heart weighs sadly : this young maid might do 

her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas'd. 

HeL How do you mean ? 

May be, the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

Wid, He does, indeed ; '■ 

And brokes ^ with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But sh'e is arm*d for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Entevy with drum and coloursy a parti/ of the Flo' 
rentine armyy Bertram ana Parglles. 

Mar. The gods forbid else ! 

Wid* So, now they come : — 

That is Antonio, the duke's eldest son ; 
That Escalus. 

Hd. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Bia. He ; 

That with the plume : *tis a most gallant fellow ; 
I would, he lov'd his wife : if he were honester, 
He were much goodlier: — Tst not a handsome 
gentleman ? 

Hd* I like him well. 

Dia. Tis pity, he is not honest: Yond's that 
same knave, 
That leads him to these places ; were I his lady, 
Td poison that vile rascal. 

Hd. Which is W? 

« Deals. 



IT 
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Dia. That jack-an-apes with scarfs : Whj is he 
melancholy ? 

HeL Perchance he*s hurt i'the battle. 

Par, Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar. He's shrewdly vexed at something i Look» 
he has spied us. 

fVid, Marry, hang you ! 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 

[Exeunt Bertram, Parolles, Officers, 
and Soldiers. 

JVid. The troop is past: Come, pilgrim, Iwill 
bring you 
Where you shall host : of enjoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. 

HeL I humbly thank you : 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid, 
To eat with us to-night, the charge, and thanking, 
Shall be for me ; and to requite you further, 
I will bestow some precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 

Both. Well take your offer kindly. 



SCENE VI. 

Camp before Florence. 

Enter Bertram, and the txoo French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't; let 
him have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding', 
hold nie no more in your respect. 

J Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Bcr. Do you i\uv\l^\«l\xi%o^^t di^ccivcd in him? 
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1 ZfOn/. Believe it^ my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he's a most notable coward, an in- 
finite and endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, 
the owner of no one good quality worthy your lord- 
ship's entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; lest, reposing 
too fioT in his virtue, which he hath not, he might, 
at some great and trusty business, in a main danger, 
fiulyou. 

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular action 
to try him. 

2 Lord, None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will sud- 
denly supprise him ; such I will have, whom, I am 
sure, he knows not from the enemy ; we will bind 
and hood-wink him so, that he shall suppose no 
other but that he is carried into the leaguer -^ of the 
adversaries, when we bring him to our tents : Be 
but your lordship present at his examination ; if he 
do not, for the promise of his life, and in the highest 
compulsion of base fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power against you, 
and that with the forfeit of his soul upon oath, never 
trust my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum ; he says he has a stratagem for't : when 
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in't, 
and to what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will 
be melted, if you sive him not John Drum*s enter- 
tainment, your inclining cannot be removed. Here 
he comes. 

Enter Parolles. 
1 Lord, O, for the love of laugbteT, \\\ti^ct xi^v 

^ The lines, cntrenchmenU. 
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the humour of his design ; let him fetch off hii 
drum in any hand. 

Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks sorely 
in your disposition. 

2 Lord, A plague on% let it go ; 'tis but a dram. 

Par, But a drum ! Is't but a drum ? A drum so 
lost ! — There was an excellent command ! to charge 
in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that 
Caesar himself could not have prevented, if he had 
been there to command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our suc- 
cess : some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum ; but it is not to be recovered. 

Par, It might have been recovered. 

Ber, It might, but it is not now. 

Par, It is to be recovered : but that the merit of 
service is seldom attributed to the true and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or 
hicjacet, ^ 

Ber, Why, if you have a stomach to*t, monsieur, 
if you think your mystery in stratagem can bring 
this instrument of honour again into its native 
quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprizc, and go 
on ; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : 
if you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak 
of it, and extend to you what further becomes his 
greatness, even to the utmost syllable of your wor- 
thiness. 

Par, By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. ril about it this evening : and I will pre- 
>ntly pen down my dilemmas, encourage mvseit' 

my certainty, put myself into my mortal pre- 

ration, and, by imdtu^X.^ \qqV^ 1q hear further 

)m mc. 
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Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you 
are gone about it ? 

Par. I know not what the success will be, my 
lord ; but the attempt I vow. 

Ber* I know thou art valiant ; and to the pos- 
sibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for tliee. 
Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words. [Exit. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water. — Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord ? that so confi- 
dently seems to undertake this business, which he 
knows is not to be done. 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we 
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man's favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal 
of discoveries ; but when you find him out you have 
him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed 
at all of this, that so seriously he does address him- 
self unto? 

1 Lord. None in the world ; but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three probable 
lies : but we have almost embossed him ^ ; you shall 
see his fall to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your 
lordship's respect. 

2 Lord. Well make you some sport with the fox, 
ere we case him. ^ He was first smoked by the old 
lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted, tell 
me what a sprat you shall find him ; which you shall 
see this very night. 

1 Lord. I must go look my twigs ; he shall be 
caught. 
Ser. Your brother, he shall go along with me. 
1 Lord. As't please your lordship : 1 11 leave you. 

^ To emboss a deer, is to inclose him in a wood. 
7 Before we strip him naked. 
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Ber, Now will I lead you to the house, and show 
you 
The lass I spoke of. 

2 Lord. But, you say, she's honest. 

Ber. That's all the fault : I spoke with her bat 
once, 
And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her, 
By this same coxcomb that we have i'the wind, 
Tokens and letters which she did resend ; 
And this is all I have done : .She*s a fair creature; 
Will you go see her ? 

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 



SCENE VII. 

Florence. A Room in the Widow'* House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Het. If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 
I know not how I shall assure you further. 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon., 

fVid. Though ray estate be fallen, I was well 
born, 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband ; 
And, what to your sworn counsel I have spoken, 
Is so, from word to word ; and then you cannot. 
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 
Err in bestowing it. 

JVid. I should believe you ; 

For you have show'd me that which well approves 
You are great in fottutve. 
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HeL Take this purse of goldy 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again, 
When I have found it. The count he wooes your 

daughter, 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 
Resolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, consent. 
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it. 
Now his important ^ blood will nought deny 
Tliat she'll demand : A ring the county ^ wears. 
That downward hath succeeded in his house, 
Brom son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet in his idle fire. 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Howe'er repented afler. 

fVid. Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hd. You see it lawful then : It is no more. 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won. 
Desires this ring ; appoints him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Herself most chastely absent : afler this. 
To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

fVid. I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall pers^ver. 
That time and place, with this deceit so lawful. 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musicks of all isorts, and songs compos'd 
To her unworthiness : It nothing steads us. 
To chide him from our eaves ; for he persists, 
As if his life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed. 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 

** Importunate. 9 Co\»il« 
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And lawful meaning in a lawful act ; 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact: 

But let's about it. IRumd. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Without the Florentine Camp, 

Enter first Lord, 'mthjive or six Soldiers tJi aimhak 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by tlw 
hedge' comer : When you ^ly upon him, qietk 
what terrible language you will ; though you UMcr« 
stand it not yourselves, no matter : for we must not 
seem to understand him ; unless some one among 
us, whom we must produce for an interpreter. 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the mterpreter. 

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him? Imowi 
he not thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to qietk 
to us a^ain ? 

1 SM. Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must think us some band of strancen 
i'the adversary's entertainment. * Now he haUi • 
smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we 
must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to 
know what we speak one to another ; so we seen 
to know, is to know straight our purpose : chough's' 

' t e. Foreign troops in the enemy's pay. 
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language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
for you, interpreter, you must seem very politick. 
But couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile two 
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the 
lies he forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par, Ten o'clock : within these three hours 'twill 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I 
have done ? It must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it : They begin to smoke me ; and dis- 

f races have of late knocked too often at my door, 
find, my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart 
hath the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 

I ZsOr£ This is the first truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. [^ Aside. 

Par. What the devil should move me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum ; being not ignorant 
of the impossibility, and knowing I had no 
such purpose? I must give myself some hurts, and 
say, I^ot them in exploit : Yet slight ones will not 
carry it : They will say. Came you off with so little ? 
and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore ? what's 
the instance?^ Tongue, I must put you into a but- 
ter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's 
mule, if you prattle me into these perils. 

1 Lord. Is it possible, he should know what he 
is, and be that he is ? [Aside. 

Par. 1 would the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn ; or the breaking of my Spanish 
sword. . 

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. [^ Aside. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to say, it 
was in strataffem. 

1 Lord. '1 would not do. [_ Aside. 

' The proof. 

VOL. III. X 
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Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was 
stripped. 

1 Lord. Hardly serve. \^AMt. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the window 
of the citadel 

1 Lord. How deep ? [^Ande, 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 Lord. Three great oaths would scarcely make 
that be believed. [Atidi* 

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's, I 
would swear, I recovered it. 

1 Lord, You shall hear one anon. [^Ande. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy's ! 

[Alarum toMin, 

1 Lord. Throca movotuus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

All. Cargo, cargo, viUianda par corbo, cargo. 

Par. O ! ransome, ransome: — Do not hide mine 
eyes. [ The^ seixe him, and bUndfold him, 

1 Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos' regiment. 
And I shall lose my life for want of language : 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him speak to me, 
I will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Boskos vauvado : 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue : — • 

Kerelyho7ito : Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 
Par. Oh ! 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray, pray. — ■ 

Manka revania dulche. 

1 Lord. Oscorhi dulchos voUvorctu 

1 Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And hood-wink'd as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply, thou raay'st inform 
Something to save X\v^ me. 

Par, ^ ^^^^ xafeXxs^^ 
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And all the secrets of our camp Til show, 
Their force, their purposes : nay, Til speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 SM. But wilt thou &ithfully ? 

Par. If I do not, kill me. 

1 Sold. Acordo linta. — 

Come^on, thou art granted space. 

[^Exity with Parollbs guarded* 

1 Lord. Gro, tell the count Rousillon, and my 

brother, 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 

muffled, 
nil we do hear ^om them. 

2 Sold. Captain, I will. 

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves; — 
Inform 'em that. 
' 2 Sold. So I will, sir. 

1 Lord. Till then, 1*11 keep him dark, and safely 
lock'd. \^Exeu.nt. 



SCENE II. 

Florence. A Room in the Widow'; House. 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell. 

Df'a. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess ; 

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul. 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As vou are now, for you are cold and stem ; 
And now you should be as your motVvei ^«&^ 
Before yourself were bom. 

V Q 
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Dia, She then was honest. 

Ber. So should you be. 

Dia. No: 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 
As you owe to your wire. 

Ber, No more of that ! 

I pr*ythee, do not strive against my vows : 
I was compeird to her ; but I love thee 
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Dia. Ay, so you serve us, 

Till we serve you : but when you have our rotei, 
You barely leave our thorns to wound ourselves, 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber. How have I swon? 

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the 
truth ; 
But the plain single vow, that is vow'd true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by. 
But take the Highest to witness : Then, pray you, 

tell me, 
If I should swear by Jove's great attributes, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 
When I did love you ill ? this has no holding. 
To swear by him whom I protest to love. 
That I will work against him: Therefore, your 

oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions; but unseal'd; 
At least, in my opinion. 

Ber, Change it, change it; 

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy ; 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts, 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more of, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires. 
Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so pers^ver. 

Dia. I see, that men make hopes, in such afitf^ 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 
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Ber. 1*11 lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my lord ? 

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i* the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia. Mine honour's such a ring : 

IVfy chastity's the jewel of our house. 
Bequeathed down from manv ancestors ; 
Which were thegreatest obloquy i' the world 
[n me to lose : Tnus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Against your vain assault. 

Ber* Here, take my ring : 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine, 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my cham- 
ber window ; 
111 order take, my mother shall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth. 
Remain then but an hour, nor speak to me : 
My reasons are most strong ; and you shall know 

them. 
When back again this ring shall be deliver'd : 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring ; that, what in time proceeds. 
May token to the future our past deeds. 
Adieu, till then ; then fail not : You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won, by wooing 
thee. lExU. 

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven 
and me! 
V'ou may so in the end.— ^ — 
^Xy mother told me just how he would woo, 
\b if she fiat in his heart ; she says, all men 
ftave the like oaths ; he had sworn to rcvatr'^ xne, 
^Vbeo his wife's dead ; therefore TW \\e -wYlkvYvvre^^ 

X 3 
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When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are bo braid,^ 
Marry that will, Til live and die a maid : 
Only, in this disguise, I think't no sin 
To cozen him, that would unjustly win. [£s^ 



SCENE III. 

The Florentine Ckunp. 

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three 

Soldiers. 

1 Lord. You have not given him his moCher'f 
letter ? 

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since : there 
is something in't that stings his nature ; for, on thie 
reading it, he changed almost into another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him, for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a 
lady. 

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the ever- 
lasting displeasure of the king, who had even tuned 
his bounty to sing happiness to him. I will tell 
you a thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly with 
you. 

1 Lord. When you have spoken it, 'tis dead, and 
I am the grave of it. 

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; he hath 
given her his monumental ring, and thinks himself 
made in the unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, heaven delay our rebellion ; as we 
are ourselves, what things are we ! 

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in tbe 
'ommon course of all treasons, we still see them r^ 



SCENE III.] THAT ENDS WELL. 235 

veal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends ; so he, that in this action contrives against his 
own nobility, in his proper stream overflows himself. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant confoundedly in us, to be 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? We shall not 
then Dave his company to-night? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly 
have him see his company^ anatomized; that he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, where- 
in 80 curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he 
come ; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. 

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these 
wars? 

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. "StLyy I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will count Rousillon do then ? will 
he travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir ! so should I be a 
great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
fled from his house ; her pretence is a pilgrimage 
to Saint Jaques le grand ; which holy undertaking, 
with most austere sanctimony, she accomplished : 
and, there residing, the tenderness of her nature 
became as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan 
of her last breath, and now she sings in heaven. 

2 ZA)rd. How is this justified ? 

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own let- 
ter ; which makes her story true, even to the point 
of her death : her death itself, which could not be 
her office to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed 
by the rector oi the place. 

•* For companion. 
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2 Lord, Hath the count all this intelligence? 

1 Lord, Ay, and the particular coimmiatioiii» 
point from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord, I am heartily sorry, that he'll be glad of 
this. 

1 Lord. How mightily sometimes we make us 
comforts of our losses ! 

2 Lord. And how mightily, some other times, we 
drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity, that hii 
valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 

1 Lord, The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, 
if our faults whipped them not; and our crimei 
would despair, if they were not cherish'd by our 
virtues. — 

Enter a Servant. 

How now ? where's your master ? 

Serv. He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave ; his lordship will next 
morning for France. The duke hath offered him 
letters of commendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful there, 
if they were more than they can commend. 



Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the kingV 
tartness. Here*s his lordship now. How now, my 
lord, is't not afler midnight ? 

Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, a month*s length a-piece, by an abstract of 
success: I have conge d with the duke, done my 
adieu with his nearest ; buried a wife, mourned for 
her: writ to my lady i\\oX\vexA«Kv x^lvsxuing; en- 
ferta/ned my convoy ; axv^ >ft%.Vw^^xv ^\^^ T^m 
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parcels of despatch, effected many nicer needs ; the 
last was the greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Lord. If the business be of any difficulty, and 
this mominff your departure hence, it requires haste 
of your loroship. 

Ber. I mean, the business is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafter : But shall we have this dia- 
logue between the fool and the soldier? Come, 

bnng forth this counterfeit module^; he has de- 
ceived me, like a double-meaning prophesier. 

2 Lord^ Bring him forth : [^Exeunt Soldiers.] he 
has sat in the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heels have deserved it in 
usurping his spurs ^ so long. How does he carry 
himself? 

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already ; the 
stocks carry him. But to answer you as you would 
be understood ; he weeps : he hath confessed him- 
self to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a friar, 
from the time of his remembrance, to this very in- 
stant disaster of his setting i'the stocks : And what 
think you he (lath confessed ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Lord, His confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in*t, as I be- 
lieve you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, xjoith Parolles. 

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can say 
nothing of me ; hush ! hush ! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes ! — Porto tartarossa. 

1 Sold. He calls for the tortures; What will you 
say without 'em ? 

Par. I will confess what I know without con- 

'^ Model, pattern. 

7 An allunon to the degradaftion oC a Vxv\^X.>s^ Vax^vc^ 
off* Ws spurs. 
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straint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no 
more. 

1 Sold. Bosko chimurcho, 

2 Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurcho. 

1 Sold. You are a merciful general: — Our general 
bids you answer to what I shall ask you out ai a 
note. 

Par, And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of him h&vo many hone ike 
duke is strong. What say you to that ? 

Par, Five or six thousand ; but very weak and 
unserviceable : the troops are all scattered, and the 
commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation 
and credit, and as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

Par, Do ; Til take my oath on% how and which 
way you will. 

Ber, All's one to him. What a past-saving slave 
is this ! 

1 Lord, You are deceived, my lord ; this is mon- 
sieur Parolles, the gallant militarist, (that was hit 
own phrase,) that had the whole theqnck of war in 
the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chipe'' 
of his dagger. 

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again for keq>- 
ing his sword clean ; nor believe he can have every 
thing in him by wearing his apparel neatly. 

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said, — I ^^ 
say true, — or thereabouts, set down, — for 111 speak 
truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't in the nature 
he delivers it. , 

Par, Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. . 

^ The \tomt of the scabbard. • 



\ 
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Par. I humbly thank you, sir : a truth's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of him^ of tvhat strength they are 
a-foat. What say you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre- 
sent hour, I will tell true. Let me see : Spurio a 
hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus so 
many, Jaques so many; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodo- 
wick, and Gratii, two hundred fifty each ; mine 
own company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two 
hundred and fifty each: so that the muster-file, 
rotten and sound, upon my life, amounts not to 
fifteen thousand poll ; half of which dare not shake 
the snow ft*om off their cassocks ^, lest they shake 
themselves to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him ? 

1 LoYd. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions i, and what credit I have 
with the duke. 

1 Sdd. Well, that*s set down. You shall demand 
^himj nohether one Captain Dumain be {the camp, a 
' Frenchman; ijohat his reputation is 'with the duke^ 
tohat his wdoury honesty^ and expertness in wars ; or 
tohether he thinks it were not possible, with well- 
weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt. 
What say you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the par- 
ticular of the interrogatories: Demand them singly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain Dumain. 

Par. I know him : he was a botcher's 'prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipped for ill conduct. 

[Dumain li/is up his hand in anger. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; 
though I know his brains are forfeit to the next die 
that falls. 

9 Cassock then signified a horseman's Ioosq coat. 
1 Disposition and character. 
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1 Sold, Well, is this captain in the duke of Ro« 
rence's camp ? 

Par, Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shsU 
hear of your lordship anon. 

1 Sold, What is his reputation with the duke? 

Par, The Duke knows him for no other but a 
poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other day 
to turn him out o'the band : I think, I have his let- 
ter in my pocket. 

1 Sold, Marry, well search. 

Par, In good sadness, I do not know ; either it it 
there, or it is upon a file, with the duke's other let- 
ters, in my tent. 

1 Sold, Here 'tis ; here's a paper ? Shall I read 
it to you ? 

Par, I do not know if it be, it or no. 

Ber, Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord, Excellently. 

1 Sold, Dian, The count's afoolyand/idl of gMr' 

Par, That is not the duke's letter, sir ; that is an 
advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurements of one count 
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy : I pray you, sir, put it 
up again. 

1 Sold. Nay, I'll read it first, by your favour. 

Par, My meaning in't, I protest, was very honest 
in the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young 
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy. 

Ber. Abominable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold. When he swears oaths, bid him drop gold^ 
and take it. 

After he scores, he never pays the score: 
Hatfijoon, is match toell made; match, and well make 

He ne^er pays after debts, take it before; 
And say, a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 
Men are to melt 'withy boy^ arc not to kiss : 
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For count ofthii, the counts ajbol, I know ity 

Who pays before^ but not when he does owe ity 

Thine^ as he vowd to thee in thine ear^ 

Parolles. 

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army, with 
this rhyme in his forehead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the ma- 
nifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, 
and now he's a cat to me. 

1 Sold, I perceive, sir, by the general's looks, we 
shall be fain to hang you. 

Par, My life, sir, in any case : not that I am afraid 
to die ; but that, my offences being many, I would 
repent out the remainder of nature: let me live, 
sir, in a dungeon, i'the stocks, or any where, so I 
may live. 

1 Sold, We'll see what may be done, so you con- 
fess freely ; therefore, once more to this captain 
Domain : You have answered to his reputation with 
the duke, and to his valour : What is his honesty ? 

Par, He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister. 
He professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them, 
he is stronger than Hercules. He will lie, sir, with 
such volubility, that you would think truUi were a 
fool: drunkenness is his best virtue. I have but 
little more to say, sir, of his honesty : he has every 
thing that an honest man should not have ; what an 
honest man should have, he has nothing. 

1 Lord, I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this description of thine honesty ? A 
plague upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold, What say you to his expertness in war ? 

Par, Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the 
English tragedians, — to belie him, I will not, — and 
more of his soldiership I know not ; except, in that 
country, he had the honour to be the officer at a 
place there called Mile-end, to vaaXxvicX. ^w ^^ 

VOL, 111, T 
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doubling of files : I would do the man what honour 
I can, but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord, He hath out-villained villainy so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A plague on him ! he's a cat still. 

1 Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I 
need not ask you, if gold will corrupt nim to revolt 

Par. Sir, for a quart d*ecu^ he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it ; and cut 
the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual suc- 
cession for it perpetually. 

1 Sold. What's his brother, the other captain Du- 
main? 

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me ? 
1 Sold. What's he ? 

Par. E'en a crow of the same nest ; not altogether 
so great as the first in goodness, but greater a great 
deal in evil. He excels his brother for a coward, 
yet his brother is reputed one of the best that ii: 
In a retreat he outruns any lackey : marry, in com- 
ing on he has the cramp. 

1 Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake 
to betray the Florentine ? 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count 
Rousillon. 

1 Sold, ni whisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par, I'll no more drumming ; a plague of all 
drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile 
the supposition^ of that lascivious young boy the 
count, have I run into this danger : Vet, who would 
have suspected an ambush where I was taken ? 

I Aside. 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die: 
the general says, you, that have so traitorously dis- 
covered the secrets of your army, and made such 

* The four£h part o£ tVv^i swvaller French crown. 
♦^ To Attce\N<itWo^vKvo\i. 
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pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can 
serve the world for no honest use ; therefore you 
must die. Come, headsmen, off with his head. 

Par, O Lord, sir ; let me live, or let me see my 
death. 

1 Sold, That shall you, and take your leave of all 
your friends. [ Unmuffling him. 
So, look about you ; know you any here ? 

Ber, Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord, Bless you, captain ParoUes. 

1 Lord, Save you, noble captain. 

2 Lord, Captain, what greeting will you to my 
lord Lafeu ? I am for France. 

1 Lord, Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the soimet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
count Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward, Td 
compel it of you ; but fare you well. 

[Exeunt Bertram, Lords, S^c, 

1 Sold, You are undone, captain : all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on't yet. 

Par, Who cannot be crushed with a plot ? 

1 Sold, If you could find out a country where but 
women were that had received so much shame, you 
might begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, 
sir ; I am for France too ; we shall speak of you 
there. [Exit, 

Par, Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
Twould burst at this : Captain, Til be no more ; 
But I will eat and drink, and sleep as sofl 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart, 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass, 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive 
There's place, and means, for every man alive, 
ril after them. lExit, 
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SCENE IV. 

Florence. A Room in the Widow'* House. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana* 

HeL That you may well perceive I have not 
wrong'd you, 
One of the greatest in the Christian world 
Shall be my surety; 'fore whose throne, 'tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 
Time was, I did him a desired office, 
Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 
TTirough flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth, 
And answer, thanks : I duly am inform'd, 
His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know, 
I am supposed dead : the army breaking, 
My husband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
We'll be, before our welcome. 

Wid, Gentle madam, 

You never had a servant, to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

HeL Nor you, mistrecfi 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love ; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband. O strange men ! 

But more of this hereafter : You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia, Let death and honestj 

Go with your impositions^, I am yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 



JiCBNK v.] THAT ENDS WELL. 2^ 

HeU Yet, I pray you,. 



But with the word, the time will bring on summer, 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away ; 
Our waggon is prepared, and time revives us : 
AWs ivmthat ends weU: still the fine's^ the crown; 
Whate'er the course, the end is the renown. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE V. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess'^ Palace, 

Enter Countess, La feu, and Clown. 

Lqf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt- 
ta&ta fellow there ; whose villainous saffron <^ would 
have made all the unbak'd and doughy youth of a 
nation in his colour: your daughter-in-law had been 
alive at this hour; and your son here at home, more 
advanced by the king, than by that red-tailed 
humble-bee I speak of. 

Count. I would I had not known him ! it was the 
death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that ever 
nature had praise for creating ; if she had cost me 
the dearest groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love. 

Lqf, 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady : we 
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
another herb. 

Clo, Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of 
the salad, or, rather, the herb of grace. ^ 

Leif. They are not salad-herbs, you knave, they 
are nose-herbs. 

Clon Sir, I have not much skill in grass. 

» End. 

6 There was a fashion of using yeWov? s\atc\v ^ot \\«cv^% 
end Tu£Be0, to which Lafeu alludes. i t. e. ^we< 

V 5i 
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Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee: 
and I tell thee so before, because I would not fidl 
out with thee. Go thy ways ; let my hones be 
well looked to, without any tricks. 

C/o. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they shall 
be jades' tricks ; which are their own right by the 
law of nature. [JSxif. 

Lcf. A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.^ 

Count, So he is. My lord, that's gone, made him- 
self much sport out of him : by his authority he re- 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for hit 
sauciness ; and, indeed, he has no pace, but rons 
where he will. 

Laf. I like him well ; 'tis not amiss : and I was 
about to tell you. Since I heard of the good lady'i 
death, and that my lord your son was upon his re- 
turn home, I moved the king my master, to ^eak 
in the behalf of my daughter : which in the mino- 
rity of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious 
remembrance, did first propose : his highness hath 
promised me to do it : and, to stop up the displea- 
sure he hath conceived against your son, there is 
no fitter matter. How does your ladyship like it? 

Count, With very much content, my lord, and 1 
wish it happily effected. 

Lqf, His highness comes post from Marseilles, of 
as able body as when he numbered thirty ; he will 
be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that 
in such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count, It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him 
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here 
to-night : I shall beseech your lordship, to remaim 
with me till they meet together. 

Lqf, Madam, I was thinking, with what maonen 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count, You need but plead your honourable pri- 
vilege. 
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Laf. Ladyy of that I have made a bold charter ; 
but, 1 thank my God, it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clown. 

do. O madam, yonder's my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet on s face : whether there be a scar 
under it, or no, the velvet knows ; but 'tis a goodly 
patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek of two 
pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Laf, A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ! so, belike, is that. 

do. But it is your carbonadoed^ face. 

Laf* Let us go see your son, I pray you ; I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. There's a dozen of 'em, with delicate fine 
hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow the 
head, and nod at every man. \Eaxwid* 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

Marseilles. A Street. 

\nter Helena, Widow, and Diana, mth two 

Attendants. 

el. But this exceeding posting, day and night, 
, wear your spirits low: we cannot help it ; 
since you have made the days and nights as 
one, 

Scored like a piece of meat for the gn^Toiv* 
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To wear your gentle limbs in my affiurs. 
Be bold, you do so grow in my requital^ 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time ; — 

Enter a gentle Astringer J 

This man may help me to his majesty's ear. 

If he would spend his power. — God save you, sir. 

Gent. And you. 

HeL Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

Gent, I have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Gent. What's your will ? 

HeL That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king ; 
And aid me with that store of power you have, 
To come into his presence. 

fient. The king's not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir ? 

Gent. Not, indeed: 

He hence remov'd last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

Hel. AWs tvell that ends tvell ; yet ; 
Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit— 
I do beseech you. whither is he gone ? 
. Gent. Marry, as I take it, to liousillon ; 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beseech you, sir, 

Since you are like to see the king before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 
Which, I presume, shall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it : 
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I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This 1*11 do for you. 

Hd. And vou shall find yourself to be well 
thank*d, 
Whatever falls more. — We must to horse again ; — 
Go, go, provide. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

Rousillon. The inner Court of the Countess*^ 

Palace. 



Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu 
this letter : I have, ere now, sir, been better known 
to you, when I have held familiarity with fresher 
clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in fortune's 
moat, and smell somewhat strong of her strong dis- 
pleasure. 

Go. Truly, fortune*s displeasure is but sluttish, 
if it smell so strong as thou speakest of: Look, N^re 
he comes himself. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of fortune's, sir, or of fortune's cat, 
(but not a musk-cat,) that has fallen into the unclean 
fishpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, is mud- 
died withal: Pray you, sir, use the carp as you may; 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, 
rascally knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles 
of comfort, and leave him to your lordship. 

[^Exit Clown. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 

Lqf. And what would you have me to do? 't\&tQ<i 
late to pare hernails now. W\ieTe\tvVv«LN^'^wv\Jw^^^ 
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the knave with fortune, that she should scratch you, 
who of herself is a good lady, and would not have 
knaves thrive long under her? There's a quart (Teeu 
for you : Let the justices make you and fortune 
friends : I am for other business. 

Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one 
single word. 

Lqf, You beg a single penny more : come, yon 
shall ha*t ; save your word. 

Par, My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf, You beg more than one word then. — Give 
me your hand : — How does your drum ? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 
found me. 

Lqf. Was I, in sooth ? and I was the first that 
lost thee. 

Par, It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Lqf, Out upon thee, knave ! [ Trumpets smaid,'] 
The king's coming, I know by his trumpets. — Sir- 
rah, enquire further atler me ; I had talk of you last 
night: though you are a fool and a knave, you shall 
eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. I praise Heaven for you. [£jrfiijrf. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in the Countess'^ Palace, 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, Lords. 
Gentlemen, Guards^ Sfc, 

King, We lost a jewel of her ; and our esteem- 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the sense to know 
Her estimation home.^ 

-Reckoning or esUmaXe. ^Cotsi^VxaVx^vu its full extw!- 
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Count. Tis past, my liege : 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i*the blaze of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force. 
Overbears it, and burns on. 

King, My honour'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to shoot. 

La/l This I must say, 

But nrst I beg my pardon, — The young lord 
Did to his majesty^ his mother, and his lady. 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife. 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive; 
Whose dear perfection, heart's that scorn'd to serve, 
Humbly caird mistress. 
King. Praising what is lost. 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him 

hither ; 

We are reconciled, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition : * — Let him not ask our pardon ; 
The nJEtture of his great offence is dead. 
And deeper than oblivion do we bury 
The incensing relicks of it : let him approach, 
A stranger, no offender ; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he should. 

Gent. I shall, my liege. 

[Exit Gentleman. 
King. What says he to your daughter ? have you 

spoke ? 
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your high- 
ness. 
King. Then shall we have a match. I have let- 
ters sent me, 
That set him high in fame. 

^ AecolJectiou. 
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Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on'f. 

King, I am not a day of season ^9 
For thou may'st see a sun-shine and a hail 
In me at once : But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth. 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high-repented blamei. 

Dear sovereign pardon to me. 

King. All is whole ; 

Not one word more of the consumed time; 
Let's take the instant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them : You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege : at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
Wliich warp'd the line of every other favour ; 
Scorn'd a fair colour, or express'd it stol'n ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions. 
To a most hideous object : Thence it came. 
That she, whom all men prais'd, and whom myielC 
Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

Kiiig. Well excus'd: 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scorei avir 
From the great compt : But love, that comei too 

late, 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 
To the great sender turns a sour ofience, 
frying, That's good that's gone : our ntdi ftulti 
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[alee trivial price of serious things we ha.ve, 
■ot knowing them, until we know their grave: 
our displeasures, to ouraelveB unjust, 
:roy our friends, and after weep iheir dust : 
lur own love waking cries to see what's done, 
'"lile shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon, 

this sweet Helen's knell, and now forget her. 
!nd fortli your amorous token for fair Maudlin i 
tie main consents are had ; and here we'll stay 
To see our widower's second marriage-day. 

Count. Which, better than thefirstgO dear heaven, 
bless ! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease 1 

ifl/t Come on. my son, in whom my house's 

IMust be digested, give a favour from you. 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter, 
That she may quickly come. — By my old beard, 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead, 
jWafl a sweet creature ; such a ring as this, 
|The last that e'er I took her leave at court, 
I gaw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine 

While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to't 

This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 
^ bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her : Had you that craft, to reave 

her 
Of what should stead her most ? 

Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe'er it pleases you lo take it so, 
The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

.1 liave seen her wear it ; and she reckon 'd it 
At ber life's rate. 

Z^ I am sure, I so* \\w wew "v 
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Ber, You are deceiv'd, my lord, she never um it: 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, . 
Wrapped in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it : noble she was, and thought 
I stood ingag*d ^ : but when I had subscrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceased, 
In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine ^, 
Hath not in nature's mystery more science. 
Than I have in this ring: 'twas mine, 'twas Hden's, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself, 
Confess 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her : she call'd the saints to surety, 
That she would never put it from her finger. 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 
(Where you have never come,) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber, / She never saw it 

King, Thou speak'st it falsely, as I love mine 
honour ; 
And mak'st conjectural fears to come into me. 
Which I would fain shut out : If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — 'twill not prove so^- 
And yet I know not : — thou didst hate her deadly) 
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe. 
More than to see this ring. — Take him away. — 

[^Guards seize Bertram. 
My fore-past proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity. 
Having vainly fear'd too little.— Away with him,*— 
We'll sift this matter further. 

' In the sense of unengaged. ''' ^\v^v^^^vy^^^^vs»« 
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Ber. If you shall prove 

Iliis ring was ever tiers, you shall as easy 
Prove that I liusbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet she never waa. 

\_Exit Behtham, guarded. 



Enter a Gentleman. 

King. I am wrapp'd in dismal thinkings. 

Geni. Gracious Bovereigu, 

^hether I have been to blame, or no, I kaovr not ; 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 
(Vho hath, for four or five removes ', come short 
To tender it herself. 1 undertook it, 
^anquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech 
)f the poor supph'ant, who by tliis, I know, 
B here attending : her business looks in her 
Vith an important visage ; and she told me, 
n a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
four highness with herself. 

King. [Reads.] Upon his many prolestalions to 
tany me, when his wife vms dead, I blush to say it, 
e m>n me. Now u the Count RousiUon a widmier ; 
it wuw are/br/eiied tome, and my honour's paid to 
int. He stole from Florence, taking no leave, and I 
illoui him to his country Jbr justice.- Grant itme,0 
bW ; in you h best lies ; ol/ierviite a seducer fiov.- 
u£», anaapooT maid is undone. 

DiAVA Capulet. 

Lttf. I will buy rae a son-in-law in a fair, atid 
oil him " : for this, I'll none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
Lafeu, 
Cobringforth thisdiscovery, — Seek these suitors: — 
3o, speedily, and brin^ again the count. 

\^Exeu7d Gentleman, and some AttendanlJi. 

■ Poit-staga. *■ Puy loW lot Vmb. 
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I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady. 
Was foully snatch'd. 

Count, Now, justice on the doen! 

Enter Bertram, guarded. 

King* I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to 
you, 
And that you fly them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. — What woman's that? 

Re-enter Gentleman, fjoith Widow, and Diama. 

Dfa. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 
My suit, as I do understand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honoar 
Both suffer under this complaint we bring. 
And both shall cease ^, without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count : Do you know these 
women? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will deny 
But that I know them : Do they charge me further? 

Dia, Why do you look so strange upon your wife? 

Ber. She*s none of mine, my lord. 

Dia, If you shall many. 

You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heaven's vows, and those are mine; 
You give away myself, which is known mine ; 
For I by vow am so embodied yours. 
That she, which marries you, must marry me, 
Either both, or none. 

Lqf. Your reputation [To Bertram.] comes too 
short for my daughter ; you are no husband for her. 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate cret- 
ture, 
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Whom sometime I have laugh'd with : let your high- 
ness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 
Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir , for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend, 
Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your ho- 
nour, 
Than in my thought it lies ! 

Dia. Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King, What say'st thou to her ? 

Ber. She's impudent, my lord ; 

And was a common gamester to the camp.i 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; if I were so. 
He might have bought me at a common price : 
Do not believe him : O, behold this ring, 
Whose high respect, and rich validity. 
Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 
He gave it to a commoner o' the camp. 
If I be one. 

CoutU. He blushes, and 'tis it : 
Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conferr'd by testament to the sequent issue. 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife ; 
That ring's a thousand proofs. 

King, Methought you said. 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 

Dia. I did, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an instrument ; his name's Parolles. 

XrO^ I saw the man to-day, if man he be, 

Ktng» Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him ? 

He's quoted ^ for a most perfidious slave. 
With all the spots o' the world tax'd and debosh'd ; ^ 

1 Gameiter, when applied to a female, iVvea ixieaxiX. ^ 
Tommoa wonum. s Noted. ^ De>Da\\c\C ^. 

z 3 
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Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth : 
Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will speak any ^hing ? 

King. She hath that rinff of yours. 

Ber. I think, she has : certain it is, I fik'd n&. 
She knew her distance, and did angle for me. 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint. 
As all impediments in fancy's ^ course 
Are motives of more fancy ; and, in fine, 
Her insuit coming with her modem grace, ^ 
Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring ; 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia, I must be patient; 

You, that turn'd off a first so noble wife. 
May justly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband,) 
Send for your ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

Dia, Sir, much like 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of 
late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King. The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement. 

Dia. I have spoke the truth. 

Enter Parolles. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess, the ring was hers. 
King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts 

you. 

Is this the man you speak of? 

i Her soUcitaUou eowcwmw^ >n\>J?v \«x 'aa^i^KMKBCR <if 
being common. 
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Ay, my lord, 

elf me " 



fiing. Tell me, «irrah, but, tell me true, I chsrgc 

you, 

Not fearing the displeBsure of your master, 
(Which, on your just proceedings, I'll keep off,) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had 
in him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose : Did he love 
this woman ? 

Par. 'Faith, sir, he did love her : But how ? 

King. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a 

King. How is that ? 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 
King. As thou art a knave, and no knave : — 
What an equivocal companion is this?' 

Par, 1 am a poor man, and at your majesty's 
command. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator. 
J)ia. Do you know he promised me marriage ? 
Par. 'Faith, 1 know more than I'll speak. 
King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know'st ? 
Par. Yes, so please your majesty; I did go be- 
ween them, as 1 said ; but more tlian that, he loved 
for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talked 
»f Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and 1 know not 
; yet 1 was in that credit with them at that 
ime, inat 1 knew of their going to bed ; and of 
nher motions, as promising her marriage, and 
bings that would derive me ill will to speak oi; 
lerefore I will not speak what I know. 
King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
•nst Mty they are married : Uut thou art Loo & 

'fence: therefore stand aside. — 
r» ring, you aay, was yours ? 
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Dia. Ajy my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gsre it 
you? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it 

King, Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you fiild it then ? 

Dia. I found it not 

King. If it were yours by none of all theie 
ways, 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave k him. 

Lqf. This woman's an easy glove, my lord ; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ao^ I 
know. 

Kin^. Take her away, I do not like her now; 
To pnson with her, and away with him. — 
Unless thou telFst me where thou had'st this ring) 
Thou diest within this hour. 

Dia. ni never tell yoa. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer. 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore hast thou accus'd him all this 
while ? 

Dia. Because he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows, I am no maid, and hell swear to't : 
Dl swear I am a maid, and he knows not 
Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 
I am either maid, or else this old man's wife. 

[Pointing to LAriii. 

King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison with 
her. 

Dia. Good molVvet, fetch my bail. — Stay, royal 
sir; \£wt Widow. 
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The jeweller, that owes^ the ring, is sent for. 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord, 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himself, 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him : 
He tmnks himself, my bed he hath defird ; 
But 'twas his wife who then became with child : 
And now behold the meaning. 

V 

Re-enter Widow, ixskh Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the true office of mine eyes ? 
Is't real, that I see ? 

Hd. No, my good lord ; 

'Us but the shadow of a wire you see. 
The name, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both ; O, pardon ! 

JFM. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring. 
And, look you, here's your letter ; This it says, 
When from fnyjinger you can get this ringy 
And are by me mtn childy &c. — This is done : 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know this 
clearly, 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

HeL If it appear not plain, and prove untrue. 
Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 
O, my dear mother, do I see you living ? 

lAifi Mine eyes smell onions. I shall weep anon : 
— Good Tom i)rum, [ To Parolles.] lend me a 
handkerchief: So, I thank thee ; wait on me home, 
I'll make sport widi thee : Let thy courtesies alone. 
Thev are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know, 
To mwLe the even truth in pleasure flow : — 
If thou be'st yet a fresh uncroppcid flower, 

[ To Diana. 

Owns. 
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Choose thou thy husband, and Fll pay tfay dower ; 
For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid. 
Thou kept'st a wife herself, thyself a maid.— 
Of that, and all the progress, more and les% 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 
All yet seems well ; and, if it end so meet, 
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

Advancing* 

The king's a beggary noto the play is done: 
All is wellended, tfthis suit be ummi, 
That you express content ; tohich we toillpayf 
With strife to please youy day exceeding day: 
Ours he your patience theny and yours ourpartsf 
Your gentle mnds lend usy and take our hearts. 

[Exeunt 

' t. e. Take our parte, nif^rt and defend us. 
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A Lord. 

Christopher Sly, a drunken tinker.^ Penont in 
Hostess,Pagey Players^ Huntsmen^ and > thelnduc- 
other Servants attending on the Lord. } tion. 

Baptist A, a rich gentleman of Padua. 
ViNCENTio, an M gentleman of Pita. 
LucENTio, son to Vincentio, in love toith Bianca. 
Petruchio, a gentleman of Verona^ a suitor to Ka- 
thartna. 

hSrmnsio, } suitors to Bia«ca. 

BwNDELLO, } *<^'"^* *" Lucentio. 

p ' > servants to Petruchio. 

Pedant, an oldJeUffvo set up to personate Vinceiitio* 

Katharina, the Shrew; 7 . , . . „ ^.. . 
BiANCA, hermter, } daughten to Baptuta. 

JVidouo. 

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attendsHg 0* 
Baptista and Petruchio. 

Scene, sometimes in Padua; and sometimes i* 
Petruchio's House in the Country. 
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entered on the Stationers' books in 1594^ and 
printed in quarto in 1607* 

A Lordf Sfc. 

Sly. 

A Tapster. 

Pagey Playersy HunUmeny Sfc. 
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Alphoksus, a merchant of Athens. 
Jerobel, Duke of Cestus. 

PoLiDOH, ) Alph<mus. 

Valeria, servant to Aurdius. 

Sander, servant to Ferando. 

Phtlotus, a Merchant V)ho personates the Duke. 



^A, j 



Kate, 

Emilia, J- daughters to Alphonsus. 

Phylema, 



TaUory Haberdashery and Servants to Ferando and 

Alphotisus. 

Scene, Athens; and sometimes Ferandds Country 

House. 
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INDUCTION. 

SCENE I. 

Before an Alehouse on a Heath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. 

S^. ril pheese ^ you, in faith. 

Host, A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Yare a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : 
Look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard 
Conqueror. ThereforBf paucas pallabris'^ ; let the 
world slide : Sessa I ^ 

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you have 
burst? 

Sli/. No, not a denier: Gro by, says Jeronimy;— » 
Go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. ^ 

1 Beat or knock. ^ Few words. s Be quiet. 

* This line and scrap of Spanish is used m V»xt\ew3^^ 
from an oldplaj called Hieronymo, or theSpaxodi'lLttt^^^ < 

A A 2 
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^ Host, I know my remedy ; I must go fetch the 
thirdborough. ^ [jEccf. 

Sfy. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, Fll an- 
swer him by law : I'll not budge an in^, boy; let 
him come, and kindly. 

{^Lies d&am on the groundf andJaOi askep* 

Wind Horns. Enter a Lord Jram huntingi ^vM 
Huntsmen and Servants. 

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender wdl my 
hounds : 
Brach ^ Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss'd,^— 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd bncfa. 
Saw'st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge comer, in the coldest &ult ? 
I would not lose the dog for twen^ pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss, 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent: 
Trust me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 
I would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
But sup them well, and look unto them all; 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk? See, 
doth he breathe ? 

2 Hun. He breathes, my lord; Were he not 
warm'd with ale, 
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

Lord. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine ke 
lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine imige! 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man.— — 
What think you, if he were convey*d to bed, 

^ An officer wVio^ wiNXiotvl^ ^<\(ial8 that of a cooftibk- 
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Wrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious banquet by his beo. 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes. 
Would not the beggar liien forget himself? 

1 Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot 

choose. 

2 Hutu It would seem strange unto him when he 

wak'd. 
Lord* Even as a flattering dream, or worthless 

fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jest : — 
Carry him gently to mv fairest chamber. 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures : 
Balm his foul head with warm distilled waters. 
And bum sweet wood to make the lodging sweet : 
Procure me musick ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 
And if he chance to speak, be ready straight. 
And, with a low submissive reverence, 
Say, — What is it your honour will command ? 
Let one attend him with a silver bason. 
Full of rose-water, and bestrew'd with flowers ; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 
And say, — Will't please your lordship cool your 

hands? 
Some one be ready with a costly suit. 
And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horse. 
And that his lady mourns at his disease : 
Persuade him, that he hath been lunatick ; 
And, when he says he is, — say, that he dreams. 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs; 
It will be pastime passing excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modesty. ^ 

1 Hun. My lord, I warrant you, well play out 
part, 

^ ModeraUon. 
A A 3 
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As he shall think, by our true diliffence, 
He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with 
And each one to his office, when he wakes.—- 

\^Some bear out Sly. A trumpet Momnds, 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet *tis that sounds :— 

[En^Senmit 
Belike, some noble gentleman ; that means. 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here.— 

Re-enter a Servant. 

How now ? who is it ? 

Serv. An it please your honour. 

Players that offer service to your lordship* 

Lord, Bid them come near : 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are welcome. 

1 Plai/. We thank your honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night ? 

2 Plai/. So please your lordship to accept our 

duty. 

Lord. With all my heart. — This fellow I re- 
member, 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldest son ; — 
Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman so well : 
I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally performed. 

1 Ptai^> I think, 'twas Soto that your honour 
means. 

Lord. Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent 
Well, you are come to me in happy time ; 
The rather for I have some sport in hand, 

lierein your cunning can assist me much. 

ere is a lord VAWvevix ^om ^lay to-night: 

; I am doubtful o? ^out t«vq^^*'C\^'^ \ 

4, over-eying o? \u^ o^^\i^w\ft>«% 
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For yet his honour never heard a play,) 
ifou break into some merry passion, 
Ind so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs, 
f you should smile, he ^ows impatient. 

1 Pla^. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our- 
selves, 
Vere he the veriest antick in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 
bid give them friendly welcome every one : . 
jet them want nothing that my house affords. — 

[^Exeunt Servant and Players. 
)irrah, go you to Bartholomew my page. 

[To a Servant, 
bid see him dress*d in all suits like a lady : 
[hat done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
bid call him — madam, do him obeisance, 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 
le bear himself with honourable action, 
luch as he hath observed in noble ladies 
Into their lords, by them accomplished : 
(uch duty to the drunkard let him do, 
Vith sofl low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 
Lnd say — What is't your honour will command, 
Vherem your lady, and your humble wife, 
day show her duty, and make known her love ? 
bid then — with kind embracements, tempting 

kisses, 
Lnd with declining head into his bosom, — 
Ud him shed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To see her noble lord restored to health, 
Vho, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
^o better than a poor and loathsome beggar : 
Lnd if the boy have not a woman's gift, 
?o rain a shower of commanded tears, 
Ln onion will do well for such a shifl ; 
Vhich in a napkin being close convey'd, 
Ihall in despite enforce a watery eye. 
See this ^espatch'd with all the \\asle Ocvow casisX\ 
aon ril give thee more instructioivB.- 

\^Exit ^«tN«XX' 
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^ UrtkhunAtr in the Lord'* Hot 

it ilUcovered in a ruA night gtmi 
tendwitif tome vHth apparel, othen i 
murr, and other appurtenmuei. E; 

ilrKntrd like a Servant, 

hoavcn'* «ake, a pot of small 
Will't plcB«c your lordship drii 
wick? 

Will't plftaio your honour tasi 
i'iiii«urvi'»? 
Wliui rujuiontwili your honou 

(luy y 

iiin ('hriatophcr Slv ; call not me 

III)) : 1 never drank Hack id my 

nic (iiiy cuDHcrvcH, give me c< 

I'or Hxk nw what raiment I'll i 

ilDublrto tlian backs, no e 

, nor no morp shoes than 

l«et than shoes, or su< 

thrakif^ (he over-leather. 
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Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 
Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 

Sly* What, would you make me mad ? Am not 
I Christopher Sly, old Sly*s son of Burton-heath ; 
by birth a pedler, by education a card-maker, by 
transmutation a bear-herd, and now by present pro- 
fession a tinker ? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale- 
wife of Wincot, if she know me not : if she say I 
am not fourteen pence on the score for sheer ale, 
score me up for the lyingest knave in Christendom. 
What, 1 am not bestraught*-^ ; Here's — 

1 Seron O, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Sero, O, this it is that makes your servants 

droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shun 

your house. 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
O, noble lord, bethink thee of 9iy birth ; 
Call home thy ancient thoughts n*om banishment. 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams : 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee. 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have musick ? hark ! Apollo plays. 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 

Or wilt thou sleep ? we'll have thee to a couch. 

Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 

On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis. 

Say, thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground : 

Or wilt thou ride ? diy horses shall be trapp'd. 

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 

Dost thou love hawking? thou hast hawks will soar 

Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ? 

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them. 

And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 



» Distracted. 
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1 Serv. Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds 

are as swift 
As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Sero. Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch 

thee straight 
Adonis, painted by a running brook : 
And C3rtherea all in sedges hid ; 
Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

3 Sen). Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny 

wood; 
Scratching her feet that one shall swear she bleeds: 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep. 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lordi Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv. And, till the tears that she hath shed for 

thee. 
Like envious floods, o*er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the fairest creature in the world ; 
And yet she is inferior to none. 

Slu, Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd tiU now ? 
I do not sleep ; I see, I hear, I speak ; 
I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things : — 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ; 
And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly. — 
Well, bring our lady hither to our signt : 
And once again, a pot o' the smallest ale. 

2 Serv. Will't please your mightiness to wash 

your hands ? 
[Servants present an ewer, bason, and napkm. 
O, how we joy to see your wit restored ! 
O, that once more you knew but what you are ! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream ; 
Or, when you wak'd, so wak'd as if you slept. 

Sly. These fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I never speak o^ «\\ \5cv^x.xxcafe? 
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irv. O9 yesy my lord ; but very idle words : — 
ough you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
3uld you say, ye were beaten out of door ; 
lil upon the hostess of the house ; 
iy» you would present her at the leet, ^ 
seshe brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts : 
imes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Ay, the woman's maid of the house. 
TV. Why, sir, you know no house, nor no 

such maid ; 
3 such men, as you have reckon*d up, -— 
^hen Sly, and old John Ni^ of Greece, 
*eter Turf, and Henry Pimpemell ; 
Rirenty more such names and men as these, 
I never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends! 

Amen. 

I thank thee ; thou shalt not lose by it. 

iter the FagCy as a lady^ xmth Attendants. 

•e. How fares my noble lord ? 

Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer enough. 

i is my wife? 

e. Here, noble lord ; What is thy will with 

her? 
Are you my wife, and will not call me — 
husband ? 
en should call me — lord; I am your goodman. 
'€, My husband and my lord, my lord and 

husband ; 
^our wife in all obedience. 

I know it well : What must I call her ? 
d. Madam. 

Alice madam, or Joan madam ? 
d. Madam, and nothing else ; so lords call 
ladies. 

' Court-leet. 
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S(y. Madam wife, they say that I have dreamed, 
and slept 
Above some fifteen year and more. 
Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv* Your honour's players, hearing your amend- 
ment, 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy, 
For so your uoctors hold it very meet ; 
Seeing too much sadness hath congeal'd your blood. 
And melancholy is the nurse of fVenzv, 
Therefore, they thought it jg;ood you hear a plaj, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thousand harms, and len^ens life. 

Sly, Marry, I will ; let them play it : Is not a 
commonty^ a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling- 
trick. 

Page. No, my good lord, it is more pleasing 
stuff. 

Sly. What, household stuff? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Well, we'll see't: Come, madam wife, sit 
by my side, and let tlic world slip ; we shall ne'er 
be younger. [ They tit down. 

i For comedy. 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

Padua. A public Place* 

Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 

Luc. Tranio, since — for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, — 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy : 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Most trusty servant, well approved in all ; 
Here let us breathe, and happily institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious ^ studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 
Grave me my being, and my father first, 
A merchant of great traffick through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii, 
Vincentio, his son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd. 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue 'specially to be achieved. 
Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left, 
And am to Padua come : as he that leaveS 
A shallow plash ^, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

Tra. Miperaonate^, gentle master mme, 
I am in all affected as yourself; 

s Ingenuous. * Small piece o£ watet. b^^tot^^^^- 
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Glad that you thus continue your resolve, 

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 

This virtue, and this moral discipline, 

Let*s be no stoicks, nor no stocks, I pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle's checks, ^ 

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur'd : 

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have. 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk : 

Musick and poesy use to quicken you ; 

The mathematicks, and the metaphysicks, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves yoa; 

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en ; — 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

LtLC, Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore, 
We could at once put us in readiness ; 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall beget. 
But stay a while : What company is this ? 

Tra, Master, some show, to welcome us to towB. 

Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca, Gremio, 
and HoRTENsio. Lucentio and Tranio staid 
aside. 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further. 
For how I firmly am resolv*d you know ; 
That is, — not to bestow my youngest daughter. 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Because I know you well, and love you well. 
Leave shall you have to court her at your plea8ur& 

Gre. To cart her rather : She's too rough for 
me: — 
There, there Hortensio, will you any wife ? 

Kath, I pray you, sir, [ To Bap.] is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 



Hor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that? no mates 
for you, 
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath. I'faith, air, you shall never need to fear; 
I wis", it is not half way to her heart: 
But, if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool, 
And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 
Hor. From all such devils, heaven deliver us ! 
Gre. And me too. 

Tra, Hush, master! here is some good pastime 
toward ; 
ITiat weach is stark mad, or wonderful froward. 

Imc. But in the other's silence 1 do see 
Maids' mild behaviour and sobriety. 
Peace, Tranio. 

Tto. Well said, master; mum! and gaze your till. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in i 
And let it not displease thee, good Bianca ; 
For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat" ! 'tis best 
Put finger in the eye, — an she knew why. 

Bian. Sister, content you in ray discontent. — 
Sr, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 
My books, and inatrumenCs, shall be my company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 
Imc. Hark, Tranio ! thou may'st hear Minerva 
speak. lAtidc. 

Hor. Signior fiaptista, will you be so strange? 
I Sorry am I, that our good will effects 

Biunca's grief. 
I Gre. Why, will you mew ' her up, 

I Kgnior Baptista, for this fiend of hell, 
I And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
I Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; 1 am resolv'd : — 
I Go in, Bianca. lExit Bianca. 

I ■ nink. •■> Pet. > *\wA. 
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And for I know, she taketh most delight 
In miudck, instruments, and poetry, 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 
Kt to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio, 
Or signior Gremio, you, — know any such. 
Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing up ; 
And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. [£rd. 

Kaih. Why, and I trust, I may go too ; Bfay I 
not? 
What, shall I be appointed hours: as though, bdike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave? [^EaL 

Gre. You may go to the devil ; your gifts' are 
so good, here is none will hold you. Our lore is 
not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow our oiilt 
together, and fast it feirly out ; our cake's dough on 
both sides. Farewell: — Yet, for the love I bear 
my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light on a 
fit man, to tea^h her that wherem she deughts, I 
will wish him to her father. 

Hor, So will I, signior Gremio : But a word, 1 
pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brook'd parle, know now, upon advice', it toucheth 
us both, — that we may yet again have access to 
our fair mistress, and be happy rivals in Bianca*ft 
love, — to labour and effect one thing 'specially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray ? 

Hor, Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Crre, A husband ! a devil. 

Hor. I say, a husband. 

Ctre. I say, a devil: Think'st thou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very 
a fool to be married to her ? 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your pa* 

^ EndovfYueuU. ^ Considenitioa. 
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tience, and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, 
man, there be good fellows in the world, an a man 
could light on them, would take her with all faults, 
and money enough. 

Gre, I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, — to be whipped at the 
high-cross, every morning. 

Hot* 'Faith, as you say, there's small choice in 
rotten apples. But, come ; since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly 
maintained, — till by helping Baptista's eldest 
daughter to a husband, we set his youngest free 
for a husband, and then have to't afresh. — Sweet 
Bianca ! — Happy man be his dole^ ! How say you, 
signior Gremio ? 

Gre. I am agreed : and 'would I had given him 
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and rid the 
house of her. Come on. 

[Exeunt Gremio and Hortemsio. 

Tra. [Advancing^ I pray, sir, tdl me,— Is it 
possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold? 

Luc* O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it possible, or likely ; 
But see ! while idly I stood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleness : 
And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 
That art to me as secret, and as dear. 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was, — 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modest girl : 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst ; 
Assist me, 'Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra, Master, it is no time to chide you now ; 
Affection is not rated^ from the heart : 



* Gain or lot. "> Driven out Vy^ c\v\^a».%. 
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If love have touch'd you, nought remains but bo,— 
Redime te captum quam aueas minimo. 

Luc, Gramercies, laa; go forward: this con- 
tents; 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel's sound* 

Tra. Master, you look'd so longly^ on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of alL 

Luc, O yes, I saw sweet beauty m her &ce, 
Such as the daughter^ of Agenor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kissed the Cretan strand* 

Tra, Saw you no more? marked you not, how her 
sister 
Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm. 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 

Luc, Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath she did periume the air; 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra, Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from hit 
trance. 
I pray, awake, sir ; If you love the maid. 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Tlius it 

stands : — 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd. 
That, till the father rid his hands of her. 
Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he closely mew'd her up, 
Because she shall not be annoy'd with suitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her? 

Tra, Ay, marry, am I, sir ; and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc, I have it, Tranio. 

Tra, Master, for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc, Tell me thine first. 

Tra, You will be schoolmaster. 
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And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra. Not possible; For who shall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's son? 
Keep house, and ply his book ; welcome his friends; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Basta^; content thee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house ; 
Nor can we be distinguished bv our faces. 
For man; or master : then it follows thus ; — 
Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in lAy stead, 
Keep house, and port^, and servants, as I should : 
I will some other be ; some Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Pisa. 
'Tis hatched, and shall be so : — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee ; take my coloured hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. \They exchange habiis. 
In brief then, sir, sith^ it your pleasure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient ; 
(For so your father charg'd me at our parting ; 
Be serviceable to my soriy quoth he. 
Although, I think, 'twas in another sense,) 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves : 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue. — Sirrah, where have you 
been ? 
Bion. Where have I been ? Nay, how now, where 
are you ? 

« 'Th enough. 9 Show, appearance. ^ ^vcv^.^- 
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Master, has my fellow Tranio storn your clothes? 
Or you storn his ? or both ? pniy, what's the news? 

Luc. Surah, come hither ; 'tis no time to jest, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life. 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my escape have put on his ; 
For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 
I kill'd a man, and fear I was descried : 
Wait you on him, I charee you, as becomes, 
While I make way from hence to save my Itfe : 
You understand me ? 

Bum* I» sir, ne*er a whit. 

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Bum, The better for him ; Would I were so too! 

TVa. So would I, boy, to have the next wish 
after, — 
That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest 

daughter. 
But, sirrah,— not for my sake, but your master^Sr- 

I advise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of 

companies : 
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 
But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, let's go : — 
One thing more rests, that thyself execute ; — 
To make one among these wooers : If thou ask me 

why,— 
Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

[£jmiii/. 
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SCENE II. 

Before Hortensio*^ House. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all, 
My best beloved and approved friend, 
Hortensio ; and, I trow, this is his house : — 
Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say. 

Gru, Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is there 
any man has rebused your i^orship ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what am I, 
sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome : I should 
knock you first. 
And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

Pet. Will it not be ? 
'Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I'll wring it ; 
I'll try how you can sol^foy and sing it. 

[i/e tarings Grumio by the ears. 

Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad. 

Pet. Now, knock when I bid you : sirrah ! villain ! 

Enter Hortensio. 

Hor. How now? what's the matter? — My old 
friend Grumio ! and my good friend Petruchio ! — 
How do you all at Verona ? 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the 
fray ? Con tutto il core bene trovatoy may I say. 

Hor. AUa nostra casa bene venutOf 
MoUo honorato signor mio Petruchio. 
Rise, Grumio, rise ; we will compovxnd \)dl\% ^«tx^' 



Grfi. Nay, 'tis no matter, what at .^^ 
— If this be not a lawiul cause for me to leave ... 
service, — Look you, sir, — he bid me knock hira 
and rap him soundly, sir: Well, was it fit for a ser 
vant to use his master so ; being, perhaps, (for augh 
I see,) two-and-thirty, — a pip out? 
Whom, 'would to heaven I had well knock'd al 

first. 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless villain — Good Hortensio, 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate. 
And good not get hiip for my heart to do it, 

Gm. Knock at the gate? — O heavens! 
Spake you not these words plain, — Sirrah^knod 

me herCj 
Rap me here, knock me voelly and knock me soundli^f 
And come you now with — knocking at the gate? 

Pet, Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 

Hor, Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge 
Why, this a heavy chance 'twixt him and you ; 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend, — what happy gal 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men throi 
the world. 
To seek their fortunes further tlian at home. 
Where small experience grows. But, in a few 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with nie : — 
Antonio, my father, is deceased ; 
And I have thrust myself into this maze. 
Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may : 
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at h< 
And so am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor, Petruchio, shall 1 then coine roi 
thee, 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour'd wif 
Thoud'st thank me but a little for my coi 
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And jet Fll promise thee she shall be rich, 

And very ricn^ ; — but thou'rt too much my friend. 

And ni not wish thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we, 
Few words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife, 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance,) 
Be she as foul as was Florentius' love, ^ 
As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
hi SocratJ X^tippe, or a worse, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at least. 
Affection's edge in me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatick seas : 
I come to wiTe it wealthily in Padua ; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is : Why, give him gold enough and marry 
him Id a puppet, or an aglet baby^; or an old trot 
with ne'er a toodi in her head : why, nothing comes 
amiss, so money comes withal. 

Hor. Petrucnio, since we have stepp'd thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach'd in jest 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous ; 
Brought up, as best becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her only mult (and that is fault enough,) 
Is, — that she is intolerably curst, 
And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure, 
That, were my state far worser than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortensio, peace; thou know'st not gold's 
effect: — 
Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

3 See the story. No. 59. of ** -4 Thousand NotahU 
T%tng«." ^ A small image on the ta% oC «^\»ka. 
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Hor. Her father is Baptitta Minola, 
An affable and courteous ffentleman : 
Her name is Katharina Minola, 
Renown'd in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her ; 
And he knew my deceased father well :«. 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her ; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this first encounter. 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O' my word, an she knew him as well as I 
do, she would think scolding would do little good 
upon him : She may, perhaps, call him half a score 
knaves, or so: why, that's nothine; an he begin 
once, hell rail in his rope-tricks.^ HI tell you what, 
sir, — and she stand him but a little, he will throw a 
figure in her face, and so disfigure her with it» that 
she shall have no more eyes to see withal than a cat : 
You know him not, sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee ; 
For in Baptista*s keep my treasure is : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 
Supposing it a thing impossible, 
(For those defects I have before rehearsM,) 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd. 
Therefore this order ^ hath Baptista ta'en ; — 
That none shall have access unto Bianca, 
Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru, Katherine the curst ! 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace; 
And offer me, disguis'd ia sober robes, 

*•> Abusive lat\guac,e. ^ These measures. 
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To old Baptuta as a schoolmaster 
Well seen^ in musicki to instruct Bianca: 
That so I maj by this device, at least. 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 
And, unsuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Grbmio; utith him Lucbntio disguised, with 

books under his arm. 

Gm. Here's no knavery ! See; to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together ! 
Master, master, look about you: Who goes there? 
ha! 

Hor. Peace, Grumio ; 'tis the rival of my love :-^ 
Fstruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling and an amorous ! 

[ They retire. 

0^«• O, very well ; I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, sir; FU have them very fairly bound: 
All books of love, see that at any hand; 
And see you read no otlier lectures to her : 
You understand me : — over and beside 
Siffnior Baptista's liberality, 
nimend it with a largess : — Take your papers too, 
And let me have them very well perfum'd ; 
For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 
To whom they go. What will you read to her? 

Luc. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 
As for my patron, (stand you so assur'd,) 
As firmly as yourself were still in place : 
Yea, and (perhaps) with more successful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Ore. O this learning ! what a thing it is ! 

Gnu O this woodcock ! what an ass it is ! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hor. Orumio, mum! — Save you, signior Gre- 
mio! 

7 Versed. 
VOL. in. c c 
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Gre. And you're well met, signior Hortei 
Trow you, 
Whither I am going? — To Baptista Minola. 
I promis'd to enquire carefully 
A Dout a schoolmaster for fair Bianca : 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning, and behavioiii 
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry. 
And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hor. Tis well : and I have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis'd me to help me to anodier, 
A fine musician, to instruct our mistress ; 
So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov'd of me. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, ^ and that my deeds d 
prove. 

Gru. And that his bags shall prove. [An 

Hot. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our Iv 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 
ril tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met. 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 
Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre, So said, so done, is well: — 
Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pei. I know, she is an irksome brawling scold 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say'st me so, friend? What count 
man? 

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's son : 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me ; 
And I do hope good days, and long, to see. 

Gre, O, sir, such a life, with such a wife, w* 
strange : 
But, if you have a stomach, to't I pray you ; 
You shall have me assisting you in all. 
But will you woo dA* W\\i csxV 
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Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or I'll hang her. 

[Aside. 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have 1 not in my time heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff 'd up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets* clang? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue ; 
That gives not half so great a blow to the ear. 
As wiU a chesnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs.^ 

Gnu For he fears none. 

[^Aside. 

Gre. Hortensio, hark ! 
This gentleman is happily arriv'd. 
My mind presumes, for his own good, and yours. 

//or. I promis'd, we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er. 

Gre. And so we will ; provided, that he win her. 

Gru* I would, I were as sure of a good dinner. 

lAiide. 

Enter Tranio, bravely appareled ; and Biondbllo. 

Tra. Gentlemen, save you ! If I may be bold. 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of signior Baf^tista Minola ? 

Gre, He that has the two fair daughters :^is't 
[^Aside to Tranio.] he you mean ? 

Tra. Even he. Biondello! 

Gre. Hark you, sir ; You mean not her to — 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir ; What have you 
to do? 

^ Fright boys witVi bu|$[)eax^. 
cc 2 
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Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pnnr. 

Tra, I love no chiders, sir : — Biondello, lets 

away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. [^Aiide. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ;— 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk' of, yea, or no? 

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 

Crre. No ; if, without more words, you will get 
you hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as tree 
For me, as for you ? 

Crre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you'll know. 
That she's the choice love of signior Gremio. 

Hor. That she's the chosen of signior Hortensio. 

Tra. Softly, my masters ! if jou be gentlemen, 
Do me this right, — hear me with patience. 
Baptista is a noble gentleman, 
To whom my father is not all unknown ; 
And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 
She may more suitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers ; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 
And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one. 
Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-talk us alL 

Luc. Sir, give him head ; I know he'll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these wordi? 

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you. 
Did you yet ever see Baptista's daughter ? 

Tra. No, sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue. 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first's for me ; let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Herculef : 
And let it be moie \h%sv Alcides' twelve. 

Pet. Sir, uivdewXacv^ ^ ovi ^\% ^^ \£k&^Y\vMth ;— 
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The youDgest daughter, whom you hearken fol*, 

Her father keeps from all access of suitors ; 

And will not promise her to any man, 

Until the elder sister first be wed : 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra* Ifit be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ; 
An if you break the ice, and do this feat, — 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — whose hap shall be to have her. 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. 

Hot. Sir, you say well, and well you do con- 
ceive; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor, 
You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 
To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra, Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon. 
And auaff carouses to our mistress' health ; 
And do as adversaries do in law, -« 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Grti. B%0n. O excellent motion ! Fellows ', let's 
be gone. 

Hot. Hie motion's good indeed, and be it so;— 
Petnicluo^ I shall be your hen venuio. {^Exeunt. 

* Companions. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A Room in Baptista'x House. 
Enter Katharina and Bianca. 

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself, 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ; 
That I disdain : but for these other gawds^^ 
Unbind my hands, 111 pull them off myself 
Or, what you will command me, will I do, 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Katk. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'st best : see thou dissemble not - 

Bian. Believe me» sister^ of all the men alive, 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Kath. Minion, thou liest; Is*t not Hortensio? 

Bian. If you affect^ him, sister, here I swear, 
I'll plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

Kath. O then, belike, you rancy riches more ; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him you do env}' me so ? 
Na}', then you jest ; and now I well perceive. 
You have but jested with me all this while : 
I pr ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath, If that be jest, then all the rest was s 

IStriie 

Enter Baptista. 

Bap. Why, how now, dame ! whence gro^ 
insolence ? — 
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Blanca, stand aside ; — * poor girl ! she weeps : — 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her. -— 
For shame, thou hilding^. of a devilish spirit, 
Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong 

thee? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word ? 
Kath. Her silence flouts me, and 111 be reveng'd* 

[Flies after Bianca. 
3ap. What, in my sight ? — Bianca, get thee in. 

\_ExU BlANCA. 

Kath. Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see> 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day. 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me ; I will f^o sit and weep, 
Till I can find occasion of revenge. 

[Exit Katharina. 

Bap* Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Grbmio, iioith Lucentio in the habit of a 
mean man ; Petruchio, 'voith Hortensio as a 
Musician ; and Tranio, ifsith Biondello bearing 
a lute and books* 

Gre. Crood<4norrow, nei^bour Baptista. 

Bap, Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: save 
you, gentlemen ! 

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you not a 
daughter 
Caird Katharina, fair, and virtuous ? 

Bap, I have a daughter, sir, calFd Katharina. 

Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio ; give me 
leave. — 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 
That, -^ hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 

^ A worthless \iomaii. 
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Her nffidbilityi and bashful modesty^ 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, -— 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witneH 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do present you with a man of mine, 

IPreseniing HdRTSNSia 
Cunning in musick, and the mathematicks. 
To instruct her fully in those sciences, 
Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 
His name is Licio, bom in Mantua. 

Bap, YouVe welcome, sir ; and he, for your good 
sake : 
But for my daughter Katharine, — this I know. 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet, I see, you do not mean to part with her; 
Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, 1 speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir? what may I call your name? 

Pet. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio's son, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for hit 
sake. 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too : 
Baccare ! * you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, pardon mc, signior Gremio ; I would fiin 
be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your 

wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a giil very grateful, I am sure of 
it. To express the like kindness myself, that have 
been more kindly beholden to you than any, I freely 
give unto you this young scholar IPreseniing Li'- 
CENTic] that hath been long studying at Rheinu: 
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at cunning in Greek, Latin, and other languages, as 
ihe other in niuaick and mathematicks : his name is 
Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap- A thousand thanks, signior Gremio: wel- 
come, good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, [ToTba- 
Rio.] methinkE you walk hke aHtranger ; Maylbe 
so bold to know the cause of your coming? 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own ; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter. 
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 
Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 
bi the prefemient of the eldest sister ; 
This liberty is all that I request, — 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 
I may nave welcome 'mongst the rest that woo, 
And free access and favour as the rest. 
And, toward the educatioD of your daughters, 
I here bestow a simple instrument, 
And this small packet of Greek and Latin books ; 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Jiap. Lucentio is your name? of whence, I pray? 

Tra. Of Pisa, sir ; son to Vincentin. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa ; by report 
I know him well : you are very welcome, sir. — 
Take you [To Hor.] the lute, and you [To Luc] 

the set of books, 
You shall go see your pupils presently. 
Holla, within ! 

Eater a Servant. 

Surah, lead 

These gentlemen to my daughters ; and tell them 

both. 
These are their tutors ; bid them use them well. 

lExU Servant, with Hurtehsio, Lucentio, 

flWBlONDEI.LO.'] 

We mil go walk a little in tbe otchavi. 
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And then to dinner : You are passing welcome, 
And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet, Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste. 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well ; and in him, me. 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better'd rather than decreas*d : 
Then tell me, — if I get your daughter's love. 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife ? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands : 
And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll assure her of 
Her widowhood, — be it tlmt she survive me, <— 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever : 
Let specialties be therefore drawn between usy 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the special thing is well obtaio'd, 
This 18, — her love ; for that is all in alL 

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, fiither, 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 
And where too raging fires meet together, 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows great witii little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her, and so she yields to me ; 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap, Well may'st thou woo, and happy be thy 
speed ! 
But be thou arm'd for some unhappy words. 

Pet, Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for 
winds, 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-enter Hortensio, 'voith his head broken. 

Bap, How now, my friend ? why dost thou looL 

so pale ? 
Hor. For feax, I i^romise you, if I look pale. 
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Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good mu- 
sician ? 
Hor, I think, shell sooner prove a soldier ; 
Iron may hold her, but never lutes. 
Bap, Why, then thou canst not break her to the 

lute. 
Hor. Why, no ; for she has broke the lute to me. 
I did but tell her, she mistook her frets ^, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering ; 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
FretSy call you these f quoth she : FUfume loith them : 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head. 
And through the instrument my pate made way ; 
And there I stood amazed for a while. 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute : 
While iriie did call me, — rascfu fiddler. 
And — twanglinff Jack ; with twenty such vile terms. 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench ; 
I love her ten times more than e'er I did : 
O, how I long to have some chat with her ! 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so discom- 
fited: 
Pk*oceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns. — 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us ; 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 
Pet. I pray you do ; I will attend her here. — 
[Exeunt Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, 
and HoRTENsio.] 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say, that she rail : Why, tnen FU tell her plain, 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 
Say, that she frown ; FU say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash'd with dew : 
Say, she be mute, and will not speak a word ; 

5 A fret in music is the stop which causes ox t^i^^xx^ 
bhe vihradon o£ the strmg. 
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llien I'll commend her volubility^ 
And say— she uttereth piercing eloquence : 
If she do bid me pack, Til give her thanks. 
As though she bid me stay by her a week ; 
If she deny to wed, I'll crave the day 
When I shall ask the banns, and when be mar- 
ried: — 
But here she comes ; and now, Petruchio, speak. 

Enter Katharina. 

Good morrow, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear. 

Kath. Well have you heard, but something hard 
of hearing ; 
They call me — Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie, in faith ; for you are call'd plain 
Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the cunt; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my super-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates ; and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; ~^ 
Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town. 
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 
(Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,) 
Myself am mov'd to woo thee for mv wife. 

Kath. Mov'd ! in good time : let him that mof d 
you hither. 
Remove you hence : I knew you at the first, 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what's a moveable? 

Kath. A joint-stool. 

Pet. Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me. 

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you» 

Pet' Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee: 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 

Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to catcb: 
And yet as Iveavj 3& m>j ^^\^Vvt should be. 

Pet. Should be? %\\o>A^>a>M.. 
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KatIL ^ Well ta'en, and like a buazard. 

Pet. Of slow-wing'd turtle ! shall a buzzard take 

thee ? 
Kath. Ay» for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet* Come, come, you wasp ; i'faith, you are too 

angry. 
Kath* If I be waspbh, best beware my sting. 
Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 
Katb. Ay^ if the fool could find it where it lies. 
Pet* Who knows not where a wasp doth wear his 

sting? 
In his taiL 

Kathm In his tongue. 
Pel, Nay, come again, 

Grood Kate ; I am a gentleman. 

Kath. That fll try. 

IStrikin^ him. 
Pet. I swear I'll cuff you, if you strike again. 
Kath* So may you lose your arms : 
If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 
And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? O, put me in thy books. 
Kath. What is your crest ? a coxcomb ? 
Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 
Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a 

craven • 
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come ; you must not look 

'so sour. 
Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 
Pet. Why, here's no crab ; and therefore look 

not sour. 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then show it me. 

Kalh. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face ? 
Kath. Well aim'd of such a young one. 

6 A degenerate cock. 

OL. III. D D 
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Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young for 
you. 

Kath, Yet you are withered. 

Pet. • "Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you 'scape 
not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit ; I find you passing gentle. 
'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and suUen, 
And now I find report a very liar ; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passine courteous ; 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowen: 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance^ 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in tailk ; 
But thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, soft and affiEd>le. 
Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp ? 
O slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazle-twig, 
Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazie-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st command. 

Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove. 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speedi? 

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

Kath. A witty mother ! witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Kath. Yes. 

Pet. And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 
Thus in plain terms : — Your father hath consented 
That you shall be ray wife ; your dowry 'greed on; 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Nowy Kate, 1 am a Vvvx^Wwd for your turn ; 
For, by this WgVvl, ^wYvweXi^ \ ^^^ ^-^ \i^%a&^> 
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Siy beauty, that doth make me like thee well^) 
ou must be married to no man but me : 
For I am he, am bom to tame you, Kate ; 
And bring you from a wild-cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other household Kates. 
Here comes your father ; never make denial ; 
I must and will have Katharine to my wife. 

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, and Tranio. 

Bap. Now. 
Signior Petruchio : How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pei. How but well, sir? how but well ? 

It were impossible I should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine? in 
your dumps ? 

Kath. Call you me, daughter? now I promise you. 
You have show'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wish me wed to one half lunatick ; 
A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father, 'tis thus, — ^yourself and all the world. 
That talk'd of her, have talked amiss of her ; 
If she be curst, it is for policy : 
For she's not froward, but modest as the dove ; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ; 
For patience she will prove a second Grissel ; 
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity : 
And to conclude, — we have 'sreed so well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. Ill see thee hang'd on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! she says, she'll see thee 
hang'd first. 

Tra, Is this your speeding? nay, then, good 
night our part ! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for 
myself; 
If she and 1 be pieas'd, what's that to ^om*^ 

D D 2 
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Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain^ being alone. 
That she shall still be curst in company. 
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kale ! — 
She hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 
She vied^ so fast, protesting oath on oath, 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
Give me thy hand, Kate : I wiU unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainst the weddine-day : -— 
Provide me feast, father, and bid the guests ; 
I will be sure, my Katharine shall be fine. 

Bap. I know not what to say: give me your 
hands; 
Heaven send you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre, Tra. Amen, say we ; we will be witnessas. 

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieo ; 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace : — 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o' Sundmr. 
[Exeunt Petruchio and Katharine, uvertikf. 

Gre, Was ever match clapp'd up so suddenly? 

Bap, Gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part) 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra, 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you: 
'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap, The gain I seek is — quiet in the matdu 

Gre, No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter; — 
Now is the day we long have looked for ; 
I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra, And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can gnoii 

Gre, Youngling! thou canst not love so dear ail 

Tra, Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre, Skipper, stand back; 'tis age that doq- 
risheth. 

Tra, But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourishetlL 

7 To vie and tcv^e Hjct^ \Ksm% "^ c»s.^ \csm vn^ene^ 
by the word bra^. 
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Bap. Content you^ gentlemen ; Til compound 
this strire : 
'TSs deeds, must win the prize; and he, of both, 
That can assure my daugnter greatest dower, 
Shall have Bianca's love. — » 
Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her ? 

Gre. First, as you know, my house within the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold ; 
Basons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 
My hanging all of Tjrrian tapestry : 
In ivory coffers I have stuff*d my crowns ; 
In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints,^ 
CosUy apparel, tents, and canopies. 
Fine linen, Turky cushions boss'd with pearl, 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work. 
Pewter and brass, and all things that belong 
To house, or housekeeping : dien, at my farm, 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail. 
Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls. 
And all things answerable to this portion. 
Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 
And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers. 
If, whilst I live, she will be only mine. 
• 2Va. That, only, came well in—: — Sir, list to me ; 
I am my father's heir, and only son : 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 
I'll leave her houses three or four as good, 
"Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old signior Gremio has in Padua ; 
fiesides two thousand ducats by the year, 
Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure. — 
What, have I pinch*d you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year, of land ! 
iVfy land amounts not to so much in all : 
"That she shall have ; besides an argosy,^ 

That now is lying in Marseilles* road : 

What, have I chok'd you with an argosy ? 

3 Coverings for beds; now called cousi\.^t^^xx«»* 
'J A large merchaut-sVup. 

D D 3 
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Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my iather hath no less 
Than three great argosies ; besidea two galliasses,^ 
And twelve tight gallics : these I will assure her, 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer'st next 

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no more ; 
And she can have no more than all I have ; — • 
If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all tbe 
world, 
By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. I must confess, your offer is the best ; 
And, let your father make her the assurance, 
She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 
If you should die before him, where's her dower? 

Trtu That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die» as well as old? 

Bap. Well, gentlemen, 
I am thus resolv'd : — On Sunday next you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 
If not, to signior Gremio : 
And so I take my leave, and thank you both. 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I fear thee 
not; 
Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his waning age. 
Set foot under thy table ; Tut ! a toy ! 
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [J^ 

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wimer'd hide! 
Yet I have faced it with a card of ten.' 
'Tis in my head to do my master good : — 
I see no reason, but suppos'd Lucentio 
Must get a father, call'd — suppos'd Vincentio. 

' A vcs^l oC \)\ix\3ev^tv viotV<^\^>^ >wv^ ^as&aL vid otrv 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Baptista'^ Home. 
Enter Lucentio, Hort£Nsio> and Bianca. 

• 

Ltic. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, 
sir: 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcomed you withal ? 

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony ; 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in musick we have spent an hour. 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc, Preposterous ass ! that never read so far 
To know the cause why musick was ordain*d ! 
Was it not, to refresh the mind of man. 
After his studies, or his usual pain ? 
Then give me leave, to read philosophy. 
And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine* 

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice : 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times, 
But learn my lessons as I please mysel£ 
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down : — 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 

Hor. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune t 
[To BiANCA. — 'HoRTENSiG retires. 

Luc. That will be never ; tune '^oxm \M8Xx>MaffioX.« 

jffum. Where left w« last ? 
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Luc. Here, madam : — 

Hac ibat Simois; hie est Sigeia tMus; 
Hie iieterat Priami regia uUa senis. 
Bian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hac ibaty as I told you before,— Stmoif, I 
am Lucentio, — hie estf son unto Vincentio of Piia, 
— Sigeia tellusy disguised thus to get your love ; — 
Hie steteraty and thatLucentio that comes a wooing, 
'-^Priamiy is my man Tranio,— -repta, bearing my 
port, — celsa senis, that we might Deguile the old 
pantaloon.^ 

Ilor. Madam, my instrument's in tune. 

^Returning, 
Bian. Let's hear ; — [Hortbnsio playi. 

fye ! the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it : Hac 
ibat Simois, I know you not ; hie est Segeia teUus, I 
trust you not ; — Hie steterat Priami, take heed he 
hear us not; — regia, presume not; — ceka senit, 
despair not. 

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the base. 

Hor. The base is right ; 'tis the base knave that 
jars. 
How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 
Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pedascule **, 1*11 watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not ; for, sure, iEacides 
Was Ajax, — call'd so from his grandfatlier. 

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I promise 
you, 

1 should be arguing still upon that doubt : 
But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you: — 
(iood masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
'J'hat I have been thus pleasant with you both. 

5 I'iic old ciiUy ill Vt\)\\«iu !Lvxtt^%. •^ ^^s^^\.. 
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Hon You may go walk, [To Lucentio.] and 
give me leave awhile : 
My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Liic. Are you so formal, sir ? well, I must wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceived. 
Our fine musician groweth amorous. [Aside. 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I must begin the rudiments of art ; 
To teach you gamut in a briefer sort. 
More pleasant, pithy, and efiectual. 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 

Hor, Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 

Bian. {^Reads."] Gam ut / am, the ground of aU 
accord, 
A re, to plead HortenMs passion ; 

B mi, Biancttf take him for thy lordy 
C faut, that loves mth all affection ; 

D sol re, one cliffy two notes nave I; 

E la mi, show pity y or I die. 
Call you this — gamut ? tut ! I like it not : 
Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice, 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 



Enter a Servant. 

Sero, Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
books. 
And help to dress your sister's chamber up ; 
You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 
Bian, Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must be 
gone. [Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 

Luc, 'Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to 
stay. [Exit, 

Hor, But I have cause to pry into this pedant % 
Methinks, he looks as though \ve Nv^t^m vsh^^ — 
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Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble^ 
To cast thy wand'ring eyes on every stale,* 
Seize thee, that list : If once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. 

[ExiL 



SCENE II. 

Before Baptista'^ House. 

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, KatharixAi 
BiANCA, LucENTio, and Attendants. 

Bap, Signior Lucentio, [To Tranio.] this is the 
'pointed day 
That Katharine and Fetruchio should be married, 
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law : 
What will be said ? what mockery will it be. 
To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours ? 

Kath. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be 
forc'd 
To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart. 
Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen ; * 
Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantick fool. 
Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 
And, to be noted for a merry man. 
He'll woa a thousand, 'point the day of marriage. 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the baaans; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo*d. 
Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 
And say, — Lo, there is mad Petrttchio*s toi/bf 
If it toould please him come and marri^ her. 

* Bait, decoy. * Cw^T\R3^\jw»swfl«Ma^, 
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Tra. PBtiencey good Katharine, and Baptista too 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
A^atever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise ; 
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest. 

Kaih. 'Would Katharine had never seen him 
though ! 
[Exit, weepingt JbUotved hy Bianca, and others. 

Bap, Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an mjury would vex a saint, 
Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Biokdello. 

Bian. Master, master ! news, old news, and such 
news as you never heard of ! 
Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ? 
Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio's 
coming? . 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Bton. When he stands where I am, and sees you 

ere. 

Tra. But, say, what : — To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat 

I an old jerkin ; a pair of boots that have been 

die-cases, one buckled, another laced; an old 

y sword ta'en out of the town armory, with a 

:en hilt and chapeless ; with two broken points : 

horse hipped with an old mothy saddle, the 

ips of no kindred : besides, possessed with the 

'ers, and like to mose in the chine ; troubled 

he lampass, infected with the fashions ^, full 

d-galls, sped with spavins, raied with the yel- 

7 Farcy. 
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low8» past core of the fives ^ stark spoiled with the 
staffgers, begnawn with the bots ; swayed in the 
back, and fi£oulderHBhotten ; ne'er legged before, 
and with a half-checked bit, and a heMl-stall of 
sheep's leather; which, being restrained to keep 
him from stumbling, hath been often burst, and now 
repaired with knots : one girt six times pieced, and 
a woman's crupper of vdure^, which hath two 
letters for her name, fairly set down in studs, and 
here and there pieced with packthrwid. 

Bap. W&o comes with him? 

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world ciqpari- 
soned like the horse ; with a linen stock < on one 
leg, and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered 
with a red and blue list ; an old hat» and The 
humour of forty Juncies pricked in't for a feather: 
a monster, a very monster in apparel ; and not like 
a Christian footboy, or a gentleman's lackey. 

Tra. Tis some odd humour pricks him to thii 
fashion ; — 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean i^parell'd. 

Bap. I am glad he is come, howsoe'er he comes. 

Bion. Why, sir, he coraes not. 

Bap, Didst thou not say, he comes ? 

Bion, Who ? that Petruchio came ? 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion, No, sir ; I say, his horse comes with him 
on his back. 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 

Bion, Nay, by saint Jamy, I hold you a penny. 
A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not 
many. 

< Vives; a distemper in horses, little difiering from the 
strangles. 

9 Velvet. * Stocking. 
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Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants ? who is at 
home ? 

Bap* You arc welcome, sir. 

Pet, And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 
- Tra. Not so well apparell'd 

As I wish you were. 

Pet. Were it better I should rush in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? — 
How does my father? — Gentles, methinks you 

frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company ; 
As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? 

Bap. Why, sir, you know, this is your wedding- 
day: 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come ; 
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 
Fye ! doff this habit, shame to your estate, 
Ab eyCHBore to our solemn festival. 

'Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detained you from your wife, 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear : 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word, 
Though in some part enforced to digress ; 
Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 
But, where is Kate ? I stay too long from her ; 
The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church. 

Trd. See not your bride in these unreverent robes ; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, believe me ; thus Til visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her« 
Pet. Good sooth, even thus; \Xvet^^«t^ ^^a?^^ 
done with words ; 

VOL. Ill, E E 
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To me she's married, not unto my clothes : 
Could I repair what she will wear in me. 
As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, uid better for myself. 
But what a fool am I, to chat with you. 
When I should bid good-morrow to. my bride, 
And seal the title with a lovely kiss ? 

[Exeunt Petruchio, Grumio, and BioNDKLLa 

Tra, He hath some meaning in his mad attire : 
We will persuade him, be it possible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap* 111 adfter him, and see the event of this. 

[£dr. 

Tra. But, sir, to her love concemeth us to add 
Her father's liking : Which to bring to pass. 
As I before imparted to your worship, 
I am to get a man, — whate'er he be. 
It skills ^ not much ; well fit him to our tuniy — 
And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa; 
And make assurance, here in Padua, 
Of greater sums than I have promised. 
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope. 
And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow-schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca's steps so narrowly, 
'Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage ; 
Which once performed, let all the world say —no, 
111 keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra, That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this business : 
Well over-reach the grey-beard, Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father, Minola; 
The quaint ^ musician, amorous Licio ; 
All for my master's sake, Lucentio. — 

« Matters. ' Strange. 
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Re-enter Gremio. 

Signior Gremio ! came you from the church ? 

Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from school. 

Tra, And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
home? 

Gre. A bridegroom, say you ? 'tis a groom, in- 
deed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

Tra. Curster than she ? why, 'tis impossible. 

Ore, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, she's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 

Gre, Tut ! she's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
m tell you, sir Lucentio : When the priest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife* 
Avy hy gogs-^mounSf quoth he ; and swore so loud. 
That, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book : 
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up. 
The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a cufi*, 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest; 
Nolo take them upy quoth he, if any list, 

Tra* What said the wench, when he arose again? 

Gre. Trembled and 'shook ; for why, he stamp'd, 
and swore. 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done. 
He calls for wine : — A healthy quoth he ; as if 
He had been aboard carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — Quaff 'd off the muscadel \ 
And threw the sops all in the sexton's face ; 
Having no other reason, — 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly. 
And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bnde about the neck ; 
And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous smack, 

* It was the custom for the company present to druxk 
wine immediately after the marnBg|Q»cer«ss\o\i>). 

E E 2 
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Thaty at the parting, all the church did echo. 
I, seemg this, came thence for very shame ; 
And after me, I know, the rout is coming ; 
Such a mad marriage never was before : 
Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. IMusick. 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Bap- 
TisTA, HoRTENsio, Grumio, and Train. 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you foi' 
your pains : 
I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepared great store of wedding cheer; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Js't possible, you will away to-night ? 

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come :— 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my business, 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 
And, honest company, I thank you all. 
That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I must hence, and farewell to you all, 

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. 1 am content you shall entreat me stay ; 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath, Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horses. 

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready; the oats have eaten 
the horses. 

Kath. Nay, lYveti, 
Do what thou can&t) \ vjV\ \\o\. %^ \xv^ % 
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No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 
The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 
You may be jogging, whiles your boots are green 
For me, Til not be gone, till I please myself; — 
'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly surly groom, 
That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. O, Kate, content thee; pr'ythee, be not 
angry, 

Kath. I will be angry : What hast thou to do ?*— 
Father be quiet ; he shall stay my leisure. 

Gre, Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 

Kath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner:— 
I see, a woman may be made a fool. 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
mand: — 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer. 
Be mad and merry, — or go hang yourselves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret ; 
I will be master of what is mine own : 
She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house. 
My household stuff, my field, my bam. 
My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing ; 
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 
I'll bring my action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. — Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon ; we're beset with thieves ; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man : — 
Fear not, sweet wench^ they shall not touch thee, 

Kate: 
I'll buckler thee against a million. 

{_Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, and 
Grumio. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die with 
laughing. 

Tra, Of all mad matches, never Nf a?> iVv^V^sa^ 

E E 3 
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Luc, Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister? 

Bian, That being mad herself, she's nmdly mated 

Gre. I warrant mm, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table, 
You know, there wants no junkets ^ at the feast ;— 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's place ; 
And let Bianca take her sister's room. 

Tra, Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it? 

Bap, She shall, Lucentio. — Come, gentlemen, 
let's go. [JEsniff^. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Hall in Petruchio'* Country House, 

Enter Grumio. 

Gru, Fye, fye, on all tired jades, on all mad 
masters ! and all foul ways ! Was ever man so 
beaten ? was ever man so rayed ?^ was ever man to 
weary ? I am sent before to make a fire, and they 
are coming afler to warm them. Now, were I not 
a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze 
to my teeth, ere I should come by a fire to thav 
me : — But, I, with blowing the fire, shall wann 
myself: for, considering the weather, a taller mao 
than I will take cold. Holla, hoa ! Curtis ! 

5 DeUc^Veb. ^'^^ic^^ 
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Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly? 

Gru. A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou may'st 
slide from my shoulder to my heel, wiUi no greater 
a run but my head and my neck A fire, good 
Curtis. 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay : and therefore fire, fire ; 
cast on no water. 

Curt, Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported ? 

Crru, She was, good Curtis, before this frost; 
but, thou know'st, winter tames man, woman, and 
beast ; for it hath tamed my old master, and my 
new mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt, Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a 
foot ; and so long am I, at the least. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mis- 
tress, whose hand (she being now at hand) thou 
shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow 
in thy hot office ? 

Curt, I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How 
goes the world? 

Crru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine ; and, therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have 
thy duty ; for my master and mistress are almost 
frozen to death. 

Curt, There's fire ready: And therefore, good 
Grumio, the news ? 

Gru, Why, Jack boy I ho hoy! and fire; for I have 
caught extreme cold. Where's the cook ? is supper 
ready, the house trimmed, rushes strewed : cobwebs 
swept ; the serving-men in their new fustian : their 
white stockings, and every officer his wedding-gar- 
ment on ? Be the jacks fair within, the jills fair 
without, the carpets laid, and evet^ xKvxv^ vsv «t^««^ 
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Cufi. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee, 
news? 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master 
and mistress fallen out. 

Curt. How? 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; And 
thereby hanes a tale. 

Curt. Let s ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gru. There. [^Striking hkn. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tide. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis called, a sensible tale : 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and be- 
seech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis^ we came 
down a foul hill, my master riding behind my mis- 
tress : — 

Curt. Both on one horse ? 

Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : But hadst thou not 

crossed me, thou should'st have heard how her horse 
fell, and she under her horse ; thou should'st have 
heard, in how miry a place: how she was bemoiled^; 
how he left her with the horse upon her ; how he 
beat me because her horse stumbled; how she waded 
through the dirt to pluck him off me ; how he 
swore ; how she prayed — that never prayed before; 
how I cried ; how the horses ran away ; how her 
bridle was burst ; how I lost my crupper ; — with 
many things of worthy memory ; which now shall 
die m oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to 
thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than 
she. 



T \it\xv\t^ 
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Gru. Ay; and that, thou and the proudest of 
you all shall find, when he comes home. But what 
talk I o^ this? — call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, 
Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarspp, and the rest; 
let their heads be sleekly combed, their blue coats 
brushed, and their garters of an indifferent ^ knit : 
let them curtsey with their left legs ; and not pre- 
sume to touch a hair of my master's horse-tail, till 
they kiss their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt, Do you hear, ho? you must meet my 
master, to countenance my mistress. 

Chru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt, Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou, it seems ; that callest for company 
to countenance her. 

Curt, I call them forth to credit her. 

Gru, Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them. 



Enter several Servants. 

Nath* Welcome home, Grumio. 

PhU, How now, Grumio ? 

Jos. What, Grumio ! 

Nich. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you ; — how now, vou ; what, 
you ; — fellow, you — and thus much for greeting. 
Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and all 
things neat? 

Nath. All things is ready: How near is our 
master? 

Gru. £*en at hand, alighted by this ; and there- 
fore be not, silence ! 1 hear my master. 

8 Not different one from the othex. 
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Enter Petruchio and Katharina. 

Pet. Where be these knaves? What, no man at 
door, 
To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse ! 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ? ■ 

All Serv. Here, here, sir ; here, sir. 

Pei, Here, sir ! here, sir ! here, sir, here, sir ! — 
You logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms ! 
What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

Gru. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasant swain ! you malt-horse drudge! 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 

Gru. Nathamel's coat, sir, was not fully made. 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'the heel ; 
There was no link ^ to colour Peter*s hat, 
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and 

Gregory ; 
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet, Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in.— 

[^Exeunt some of the Servants. 
Where is the life that late I led — [Sings. 

Where are those Sit down, Kate, and welcome. 

Soud, soud, soud, soud ! ^ 

Re-enter Servants tvith Supper. 

Why, when, I say ? — Nay, good sweet Kate, be 

merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues, you yilUuDs; 
When? 

It uoas the friar of orders grey^ [Sings* 

As he forth toalked on his voay : — 

» A torch ot pilcVv. 

» Awordcomedb^^Vi^*5eM^\ft«k\R«!ak^'t 

by a person healed wvd feJcv^^- 
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Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 
Take that, and mend the plucking off the other. — 

[_ Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate : — Some water, here ; what, ho !-^ 
Where's my spaniel Troilus? — Sirrah, get you 

hence, 
And-bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : 

[Exit Servant. 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted 

with. — 
Where are my slippers? — Shall I have some 
water ? [A biuon is presented to him. 

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily : 

[Servant lets the eater Jatt, 

You villain ! will you let it fall ? [^Strikes him. 

Kath. Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault un- 

wiUing. 
Pet, A beetleheaded, flap-ear'd knave ! 
Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a stomach* 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate : or else shall 

I? — 
What is this ? mutton ? 
1 Serv, Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

1 Sero, I. 

Pet. Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat : 
What dogs are these ? — Where is the rascal cook? 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[_Thr(ms the meaty Sfc. about the stage. 
You heedless joltheads, and unmanner*d slaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you straight, 
Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet ; 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried 
away; 
And I expressly am forbid to toucYi Vl^ 
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For it engenders choler, plahteth anger ; 
And better 'twere, that both of us did fast, — 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are cholerick, — 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient ; to-morrow it shall be mended, 
And, for this night, we'll fast for company : 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

[^Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, and 
Curtis. 
Nath. [Advancing,'] Peter, didst ever see the 

like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Where is he ? 

Curt, In her chamber. 
Making a sermon of continency to her : 
And rails, and swears, and rates; that she, poor 

soul. 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Petruchio. 

Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign. 
And 'tis my hope to end successfully : 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty; 
And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorg*d, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. ^ 
Another way I have to man my haggard, ' 
To make her come, and know her keeper *s call. 
That is, — to watch her, as we watch these kites, 
That bate \ and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not: 

2 A thing stuffed lo VooVX^'c.xiv^ ^gaiine which the btwi 
was to pursue. 

3 To tame my n«iMVw«V. *^ Yvx^vsi 
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As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
111 find about the making of the bed ; 
And here Til fling the pillow, there the bolster. 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : — - 
Avy and amid this hurly, I intend, ^ 
That all is done in reverend care of her ; 
And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night : 
And, if she chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl. 
And with the clamour keep her still awake. 
This is the way to kill a wife with kindness ; 
And thus Til curb her mad and headstrong hu- 
mour : — 
He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak ; *tis charity to shew. [Exit* 



SCENE II. 

P&dua. Before Baptista'^ House. 

Enter Tranio and Hortensio. 

Tra. Is't possible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

Hor, Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said. 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

[ Thei/ stand aside. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read? 
Bian. What, master, read you ? first resolve me 

that. 
Luc* I read that I profess, the art to love. 

5 Pretend. 

VOL. Ill, F F 
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Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of your 
art! 

Luc, While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of 
mjr heart. \.Th^ retire. 

Hor, Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, I 
pray. 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov'd none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra, O despiteful love! unconstant woman- 
kind; — 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor, Mistake no more : I am not Licio, 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be ; 
But one that scorn to live in this disguise. 
For such a one as leaves a gentleman. 
And makes a god of such a cullion : ^ 
Know, sir, that I am calFd — Hortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have oflen heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca ; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 
I will with you, — if you be so contented, — 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow — 
Never to woo her more ; but to forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, — 
Ne'er to marry with her though she would entreat. 

Hor, 'Would, all the world, but he, had quite 
forsworn ! 
For me, — that I may surely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow. 
Ere three days pass ; which hath as long lov'd me. 
As I have lov*d this proud disdainful haggard : 
And so farewell, signior Lucentio. — 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks. 
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Shall win my love : — and so I take my leave, 
In resolution as I swore before. 

[^Exit HoRTENsio. — LucENTio and Bianca 
advance, 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As 'longeth to a lover's blessed case ! 
Nay, I have ta*en you napping, gentle love ; 
And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bum. Tranio, you jest ; But have you both for- 
sworn me ? 

TVfl. Mistress we have- 

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra, He'll have a widow now, 
That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. Heaven give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. 

Bian. He says so, Tranio. 

Tra. Taith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 

Bian. The taming-school ! what, is there such a 
place ? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master ; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long. — 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biomdello, runnings 

Bion. O master, master, I have watch'd so long 
That I'm dog-weary ; but at last I spied 
An ancient angel ^ coming down the hill, 
Will serve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,^ 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel. 
In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale, 
I'll make him glad to seem Vincentio ; 

7 Messenger. 8 A merchaat or «l w^Q«An«sX^'^' 

F F 2 
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And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 

As if he were the right Vincentio, 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[_Exeunt Lucentio and Biamca. 

Enter a Pedant. 

Ped. God save you, sir ! 

Tra. And you, sir ! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest ? 

Ped, Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 
But then up further ; and as far as Rome ; 
And so to Tripoly, if heaven lend me life. 

Tra* What countryman, I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir ? — marry, heaven forbid ! 
And come to Padua, careless of your life ? 

Ped. My life, sir! how, I pray? for that goes 
hard. 

Tra, Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua : Know you not the cause ? 
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke 
(For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him) 
Hath publish'd and proclaimed it openly : 
'Tis marvel ; but that you're but newly come. 
You might have heard it else proclaim'd about. 

Ped, Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so ; 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra, Well, sir, to do you courtesy. 
This will I do, and this will I advise you ; — 
First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa ? 

Ped, Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been ; 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra, Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 

Ped, I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 
A merchant of mcomi^jarable wealth. 

Tra, He is tt\y ^alWx, ^vc\ ^w^^^qqjOcvV^ w{^ 
In countenance somevjWi ^q>^ x^^^x^^^ ^^>^ 
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Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyster, and 
all one, [_ Aside, 

Tra. To save your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I do you fof his sake ; 
And think it not the worst of all your fortunes, 
That you are like to sir Vincentio. 
His name and credit shall vou undertake, 
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg*d ; 
Look, that you take upon you as you should ; 
You understand me, sir ; — so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city : 
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Ped, O sir, I do ; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra, Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This by the way, I let you understand ; 
My father is here look'd for every day, 
To pass assurance of a dower in mamage 
Twixt me and one Baptista's daughter here: 
In all these circumstances Til instruct you : 
Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you. 

\_Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in Petruchio'^ House. 

Enter Katharina and Grumio. 

Gru, No, no ; forsooth : I dare not, for my life. 

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spite 
appears : 
What, did he marry me, to famish me ? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door. 
Upon entreaty, have a present alms ; 
If not, elsewhere they meet with charity ; 
But I, — who never knew how to eivUe^X,, — 
ISIor never needed that I should exvlte^X., — 

F F 3 
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Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 
And that which spites me more than ail these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love ; 
As who should say, — if I should sleep or eat, 
'Twere deadly sickness, or else present death. — 
I pr'ythee go, and get me some repast ; 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. What say you to a neat's foot ? 

Kath, 'Tis passing good ; I prythee let me 
have it. 

Gru, I fear, it is too cholerick a meat : — 
How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd ? 

Kath, 1 like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me. 

Gru. I cannot tell ; 1 fear 'tis cholerick. 
What say you to a piece of beef and mustard ? 

Kath. A dish that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 

Kath* why, then the beef, and let the mustard 
rest. 

Gru. Nay, then I will not ; you shall have the 
mustard, 
Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt 

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef. 

Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding 
slave, [^Beats him. 

That feed'st me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and ^11 the pack of you, 
That triumph thus upon my misery ! 
Go, get thee gone, I say. 

Enter Petruchio U)ith a dish of meat; and 

HORTENSIO. 

Pet. How fares my Kate ? What, sweeting, all 
amort ?^ 
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Hor. Mistress, what cheer ? 

Kath. Taith, as cold as can be. 

Pet, Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon 
me. 
Here, love ; thou see'st how diligent I am. 
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee ; 

[^Sets the dish on a table, 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay then, than lov'st it not ; 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof: — 
Here, take away this dish. 

Kath, 'Pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks; 
And so shall mine, before you touch the meat. 

Kath, I thank you, sir. 

Hor, Signior Petruchio, fye ! you are to blame ! 
Come, mistress Kate, Til bear you company. 

Pet, Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov'st me.— 

[Aside, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ! 
Kate, eat apace : — And now, my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father's house ; 
And revel it as bravely as the best. 
With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ruffs, and cu£&, and farthingales, and things ; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of 

bravery, * 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou din*d ? The tailor stays thy leisure. 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 

Enter Tailor. 
Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments ; 

Enter Haberdasher. 
Lay forth the gown. — What news with you, sir ? 

* Finery, 
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Hah. Here is the cap your worship did bespeaL 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ? 
Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnutshell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap ; 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath. rU have no bigger ; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one 
too. 
And not till then. 

Hor. That will not be in haste. \^Aude. 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to 
speak; 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe ; 
Your betters have endur'd me say my mind ; 
And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet. Why, thou say'st true ; it is a paltry cap, 
A custard-coffin '^^ sl bauble, a silken pie : 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not. 

Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap ; 
And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown? why, ay; — Come, tailor, let 
us see't. 
O mercy, see what masking stuff is here ? 
What's this ? a sleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon : 
W^hat ! up and down carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here*s snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash, 
Like to a censer^ in a barber s shop : — 
Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this? 

Hor. I see, she's like to have neither cap nor 
gown. \^Asidf. 

^ A coffiu vjas ihe culinary term for raised cnist. 
' These ccusets tt^w^t^ ovocXyt'asJvR.T^ ia s>hu()e. 
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Tau You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fashion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry, and did ; but if you be remembered, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home. 
For you shall hop without my custom, sir : 
ril none of it ; hence, make your best of it, 

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown. 
More quaint ^ more pleasing, nor more commend- 
able ; 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet, Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of 
thee. 

Tau She says, your worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet, O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest, thou 
thread. 
Thou thimble. 

Thou yard, three quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail. 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket thou : — 
Brav'd in mine own house with a skein of thread ! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant : 
Or I shall so be-mete* thee with thy yard. 
As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv'st ! 
I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr*d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship is deceived ; the gown is made 
Just as my master had direction : 
Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru, I gave him no order, I gave him the stuff. 

Tai. But how did you desire it should be made ? 

Gru, Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tau But did you not request to have it cut ? 

Gru, Thou hast faced many things. 

Tai. I have. 

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many men ; 
brave not me : I will neither be faced nor braved. 
I say unto thee, — Ibid thy master cut ovit iVw^ 

^ Curious, b Be-x£vea&\xx^« 
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gown ; but I did not bid him cut it to pieces : ergo^ 
thou liest. 

TaL Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
testify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in his throat, if he say I said 
so. 

Tai. Imprimis, a loose-bodied gotvn .- 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with 
a bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown. 

Pei. Proceed. 

Tai. With a small compassed cape ; 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. JVith a trunk sleeve ; 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut. 

Pet, Ay, there's the villany. 

Gru. Error i*the bill, sir ; error i'the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed 
up again ; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thj 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai. This is true, that I say ; an I had thee in 
place where, thou shouldst know it. 

Gru, I am for thee straight : take thou the bilL 
give me thy mete-yard®, and spare not me. 

Hor. Gramercy, Grumio ! then he shall have no 
odds. 

Pet, Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 

Gru. You are i'the right, sir. 

Pet, Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor 
paid: — \^A^(* 

Go take it hence ; be gone, and say no more. 

Hor, Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-ni<^- 
row. 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words : 
Away, 1 8a\ \ corMKvtwd me to thy master. 

\JLtit Tailor. 
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Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your 
father's 
Even ip these honest mean habiliments ; 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor : 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich ; 
And as the sun breaks though the darkest clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 
O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
If thou account'st it shame, lay it on me : 
And therefore, frolick ; we will hence forthwith. 
To feast and sport us at thy father's house. 
Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end. 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. — 
Let's see ; I think 'tis now some seven o'clock. 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. 1 dare assure you, sir, tis almost two ; 
And 'twill be supper-time, ere you come there. 

Pet. It shall be seven, ere I go to horse : 
Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do. 
You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let 't alone : 
I will not go to-day ; and ere I do. 
It shall be what o'clock 1 say it is. 

Hor. Why, so ! this gallant will command the 
sun. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

Padua. Before Baptista*^ House. 
Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dressed like 

ViNCENTIO. 

Tra, Sir, this is the house : Please it you, that I 
caU? 

Ped, Ay, what else ? and, but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me. 
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, where 
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tra. 'Tiswell; 

And hold your own, in any case, with such 
Austerity as *longeiti to a father. 

Enter Biondello. 

Ped. I warrant you : But, sir, here comes your 
boy; 
'Twere good, he were schooFd. 

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you ; 
Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio. 
Bion. Tut ! fear not me. 
Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptists? 
Bion. I told him, that your father was at Venice; 
And thatyou looked for him this day in Padua. 
Tra. ThouVt a tall 7 fellow ; hold thee that to 
drink. 
Here comes Baptista: — set your countenance, 
sir. — 



Enter Baptista and Lucentio. 
Signior Baptvsla, ^o>\ «ce W^i^Uy met : — 



k 
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Sir, [To the Pedant.] 

This is the gentleman I told you of; 

I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, son ! — 
Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Maae me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself: 
And, — for the good report I hear of you; 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter. 
And she to him, — to stav him not too long, 
I am content, in a good father's care. 
To have him match'd; and, — if you please to 

like 
No worse than I, sir, — upon some agreement. 
Me shall you find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestow'd ; 
For curious^ I cannot be with you, 
Siguier Baptista, of whom 1 hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say ; — 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me well. 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him. 
Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 
And therefore, if you say no more than this. 
That like a father you will deal with him. 
And pass^ my daughter a sufficient dower. 
The match is fully made, and all is done : 
Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you know 
best. 
We be affied ^ ; and such assurance ta'en. 
As shall with either part's agreement stand ? 

Bap, Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 

3 Scrupulous. 9 Assure or convev . ^ ^i^xo"^*.^- 
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Besides, old Gremio is heark'ning still ; 
And, happily ^ we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir^ 
There doth my father lie ; kad there, tnis night. 
Well pass the business privately and well : 
Send ror your daughter by your servant here, 
My boy shall fetch the. scriyener presently* 
The worst is this, — that, at so slender warning. 
You're like to haye a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well; — Cambio, hie you home. 
And Did Bianca make her r^idy straight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened :— 
Lucentio's father is arriyed in F&dua, 
And how she s like to be Lucentio's wife. 

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with all my heart ! 

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way? 
Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer: 
Come, sir ; we'll better it in Pisa. 

Bap. I follow you. 

[Exeunt Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista. 

Bion. Cambio. — 

Luc. What say'st thou, Biondello? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh upon 
you? 

Luc. Biondello, what of that ? 

Bion. Taith nothing; but he has left me here 
behind, to expound the meaning or moral of his 
signs and tokens. 

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe^ talking with 
the deceiving father of a deceitful son. 

Luc. And what of him ? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
the supper. 

Luc. And then? — 
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Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke's church is 
at your command at all hours. 

Lite. And what of all this ? 

Bion. I cannot tell ; except they are busied about 
a counterfeit assurance: Take you assurance of her. 
Cumprvoilegio ad imprimendum solim: to the church ; 
—take the priest, clerk, and some sufficient honest 
witnesses ; 
If this be not that you look for, I have no more to 

say, 
Buty bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. 

{Going. 

Luc. Hear'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a girl married in 
an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley 
to stuff a rabbit : and so may you, sir; and so adieu, 
sir. My master hath appointed me to go to Saint 
Luke's, to bid the priest be ready to come against 
you come with your appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore should I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly ^o about her; 
It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit. 



SCENE V. 

A publick Road. 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortensio. 

Pet. Come on; once more toward our father's 
house. 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon ! 
Kath. The moon! the sun; it is not moonlight 

now. 
Pef. I say, it is the moon that s\v\tie^ %o\stv^P^^ 

G o 2 
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Kath. I know, it is the sun that shines so bri^t 

Pet. Now, by my mother's son, and that's myself 
It shall be moon, or star, or what I list. 
Or ere I journey to your father's house : — 
Go on, and fetch our horses back again. — 
Evermore cross'd, and cross'd ; nothing but crofls'd! 

Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Kath, Forward, I pray, since we have come so 
far. 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : 
And if you please to call it a rush candle, 
HenceK>rth 1 vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. I say it is the moon. 

Kath. I know it is. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun. 

Kath. llien, God be blessed, it is the blessed 
. sun : — 
But sun it is not, when you say it is not ; 
And the moon changes, even as your mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is ; 
And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward : thus the bowl should 
run. 
And not unluckily against the bias — 
But soft ; what company is coming here? 

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress. 

Good morrow, gentle mistress : Where away ?— 

[To Vincentio. 

Tell me sweet Kate, and tell me truly too. 
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, 
As those two eyes become that heavenly face ? — 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee:— 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake. 

Hor. 'A m\\ m«k^ v^^ ^^^ \»aA^ to make » 
woman of bitn. 
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Kath, Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, 
and sweet, 
Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? 
Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 
Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 
Pet, Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not 
mad: 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered ; 
And not a maiden, as thou say'st he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes. 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun, 
That every thing I look on seemeth green : 
Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father ; 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 
Pet, Do, good old grandsire ; and, withal, make 
known 
Which way thou travellest : if along with us, 
We shall be J03rful of thy company. 

Vin, Fair sir, — and you my merry mistress, — 
That with vour strange encounter much amaz'd me ; 
My name is call'd — Vincentio; my dwelling — Pisa ; 
And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 
Pet, What is his name ? 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet, Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee — my loving father ; 
The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman. 
Thy son by this hath married : Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev'd ; she is of good esteem. 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio; 
And wander we to see thy honest son, 
Who will of thy arrival be fuW \o^o\3ls% 
Ftn. But is this true ? or is it eV^fe ^ wx ^^"aswi^^-* 

G G 3 
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Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 

Upon the company you overtake ? 
Hor, I do assure thee, father, so it is, 
Pet, Come, go along, and see the truth hereof; 

For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 

[^Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, and 

ViNCENTIO. 

Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath pUt me in heart 
Have to my widow ; and if she be f roward, 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

lExit. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

Padua. Before Lucentio*^ House. 

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and 
Bianca ; Gremio tvalking on the other side. 

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is 
ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, Til see the church o* your back; and 
then come back to my master as soon as I can. 
\_Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello. 

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio, and 

Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here'^ iVve door^ this is Lucentio's house, 
My father's beats rsxoxe VQ>N%x^^^\fiAxVftM{lace ; 
Thither must 1, atv^\vvixt\\^^N^^wi.^ixt. 
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Vin. You shall not choose but drink before you 

go; 
I think, I shall command your welcome here, 
And by all likelihood, some cheer is toward, 

[_ Knocks. 
Gre. They're busy within, you were best knock 
louder. 

Enter Pedant above, at a xvinchw. 

Fed, What's he, that knocks as he would beat 
down the gate ? 

Vin. Is signior Lucentio within, sir ? 

Ped. He's within, sir, but not to be spoken withal. 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself; he 
shall need none, so long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you, your son was beloved in 
Padua. — Do you hear, sir? — to leave frivolous 
circumstances, — I pray you, tell signior Lucentio, 
that his father is come nrom Pisa, and is here at the 
door to speak with him. 

Ped. Thou liest ; his father is come from Pisa, 
and here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father ? 

Ped. Ay, sir; so his mother says, if I may believe 
her. 

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman ! ITo Vincen.] 
why this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 
man's name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain ; I believe 'a means 
to cozen somebody in this city under my counte- 
nance. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Bion. I havfe seen them in the cVvuxcVv V.o^<&\3ftet \ 
But who is here? mine old master, WticetkXXo'^ ^<5^ 
we are undone, and brought to notVui^^* 
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Vin. Come hither, crack-hemp. 

[^Seeing Biondello. 

Bioft^ I hope, I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue : What, have you 
forgot me ? 

Bion. Forgot you ? no, sir : I could not forget 
you, for I never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin, What, you notorious villain, oidst thou 
never see thy master^s father, Vincentlo ? 

Bion, What, my old, worshipful old master? yes, 
mariT) sir ; see where he looks out of the window. 

Fin, Is't so, indeed ? {^Beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help ! here's a madman will 
murder me. [Exit, 

Ped. Help, son ? help, Signior Baptista ! 

\lBxity Jrom the mndaiv. 

Pet. Pr*ythee, Kate, let's stand aside, and see 
the end of this controversy. {.Thetf retire. 

Re-enter Pedant below; Baptista, Tramio, and 

Servants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my 
servant ? 

Vin. What am I, sir ? nay, what are you, sir ? — 
O immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet ! 
a velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain hat !^ 
— O, I am undone ! I am undone! while I play the 
good husband at home, my son and my servant 
spend all at the university. 

Tra. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatick ? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words show you a madman: 
Why, sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold ? I thank my good father, I am able to main- 
tain it. 
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Vin. Thy father ? O, villain ! he is a sail-maker 
in Bergamo. 

Bap, You mistake, sir ; you mistake, sir : Pray, 
what do you think is his name ? 

Vin. His name ? as if I knew not his name : I 
have brought him up ever since he was three years 
old, and his name is — Tranio. 

Ped. Away, away, mad ass ! his name is Lucen- 
tio ; and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands 
of me, signior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio ! O, he hath murdered his master ! 
— Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke*s 
name : — O, my son, my son ! — tell me, thou villain, 
where is my son Lucentio ? 

Tra, Call forth an officer : — [Enter one u>Uh an 
Officer.] Carry this mad knave to the gaol : — Father 
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay officer ; he shall not go to prison. 

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio ; I say he shall 
go to prison. 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you be 
cheated in this business ; I dare swear, this is the 
right Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert best say, that I am nol 
Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard; to the gaol with 
him. 

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abused : — * 
O monstrous villain ! 
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Re-enter Biomdello, mth Lucentio, and 

BlANCA. 

Bion. Oy we are spoiled, and -^ Yonder he is ; 
deny him, forswear him, or else we are all undone. 

Zttc. Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling. 

Vin. Lives my sweetest son ? 

[BiONDELLO, Tranio, and Pedant run out. 

Bian. P&rdon, dear father. [^Kneeling. 

Bap. How hast thou ofPended ? — 

Where is Lucentio ? 

Luc. Here's Lucentio, 

Right son unto the right Vincentio ; 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit supposes bleiu^'d thine ejme. ^ 

Gre. Here's packing ^ with a witness, to deceive 
us all! 

Vin. Where is that villian, Tranio, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter so ? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 

Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca'slove 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town : 
And happily I have arriv'd at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss : — 
What Tranio did, myself enforc'd him to ; 
Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake. 

Vin. I'll slit the villain's nose, that would have 
sent me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir ? [To Lucentio.] 
Have you married my daughter without asking my 
good-will ? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, p> 
to : But 1 w\\\ iiv, X.o>a^ xei^xi^gsd for this villainv. 
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Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father will not 
frown. {^Exeunt Luc. and Biam. 

Gre. My cake is dough ^ : But Til in among the 
rest: 
Out of hope of all, — but my share of the feast. 

[Exit 

Petruchio and Katharina advance. 

Kath. Husband, let's follow, to see the end of 

this ado. 
Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
Kath. What, in the midst of the street ? 
Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 
Kath. No, sir ; Heaven forbid : — but ashamed 

to kiss. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again : — Come, sirrah, 

let's away. 
Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss : now pray 

thee, love, stay. 
Pet. Is not this well ? — Come, my sweet Kate ; 
Better once than never, for never too late. 

[Exeunt. 

6 A proverbial expression, repeated after a disappoint- 
tnent. 
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SCENE II. 

A Room in Lucentio'^ House. 

A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vincentio, 
Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio, Bianca, Pe- 
TRucHio, Katharina, Hortensio, atMl Widow. 
Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and others^ at- 
tending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes 
agree; 
And time it is, when raging war is done, 
To smile at 'scapes and perils overblown.— 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome. 
While I with self-same kindness welcome thine:— 
Brother Petruchio, — sister Katharina, — 
And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, — 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house ; 
My banquet is to close our stomachs up. 
After our great good cheer : Pray you, sit down ; 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

[ They sit at tablf. 

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat ! 

Bap. Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchia 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Hor. For both our sakes, I would that word were 
true. 

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his 
widow. 

fVid. Then never trust me if I be afeard. 

Pet. You are sensible, and yet you miss my sense; 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

JVid. He that is giddy, thinks the world turw 
ro^tvd. 

Pet. Rouivd\y Te^\\^^. 
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Kath, He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round : ■ 
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 

Wtd. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew. 
Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe : 
And now you know my meaning. 

Kath, A very mean meaning. 

Wid, Right, I mean you. 

Kath. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate ! 

Hor, To her, widow ! 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put ber 
down. 

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks ? 

Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

Bian. Head, and butt ? an hasty-witted body 
Would say, your head and butt were head and horn. 

Vin. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd you ? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I'll 
sleep again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not; since you have 
begun. 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my bush. 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow : — 
You are welcome all. 

Exeunt Bianca, Katharina, and Widow. 

Pet. She hath prevented me. — Here, signior 
Tranio, 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss'd. 

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his grey- 
hound. 
Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swid simile, but something currish. 

Tra. Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself; 
'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tramo YvvVa '^ow t^ssw « 
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Lv4>, I thank thee for that gird ''^ good Tranio. 

HoTp Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here ? 

Pet. 'A has a little gall'd me, I confess ; 
And as the jest did glance away from me, 
Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 

Bap, Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 
I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 

P^. Well, I say — no : and therefore, for as- 
surance. 
Let's each one send unto his wife ; 
And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

J/ior. Content : — What is the wager ? 

Luc* Twenty crowns. 

Pet. Twenty crowns ! 
I'll venture so much on my hawk, or hound, 
But twenty times so much upon my wife, 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hot. Content. 

Pet* A match ; 'tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin ? 

hue. That will I. Go, 

Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bion. I go. \ExiU 

Bap, Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc. I'll have no halves ; Til bear it all myself. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

How now ! what news ? 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. How ! sne is busy, and she cannot come ! 
Is that an answer ? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too : 

Pray heaven> sit, '^out V\fe ^^nd you not a worse. 
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Pet. I hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [j^xfi^ Biondello. 

Pet. O, ho ! entreat her ! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

Hor. I am a6raid, sir, 

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 



Re-enter Biondello. 

Now Where's my wife ? 

Bion. She says, you have some goodly jest in 
hand; 
She will not come ; she bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come ! O 
vile. 
Intolerable, not to be endur'd ! 
Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress ; 
Say, I conmiand ner come to me. \^Exit Grumio. 

Hor. I know her answer. 

Pet. What ? 

Hor. She will not come. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Ka- 
tharina ! 
Kaih. What is your will, sir, that you send for 

me? 
Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio's wife ? 
Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands: 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

\^Exit Katharina. 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you taik QS.%.^^^^^t» 
Hor. And so it is ; I wondeT vrYiat \l\io^^»* 

H H 2 
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Pet. Marrvy peace it bodes, and love, and quiet 
Hfe, 
An awful rule, and right supremacy ; 
And, to be short, what not, that's sweet and happy. 

Bap, Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ! 
The wager thou hast won ; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For she is chang'd, as she had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet ; 
And show more sign of her obedience. 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, 'with Bianca, and Widow. 

See, where she comes ; and brings your froward 

wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. — 
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not ; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[Katharina puUs off her cap^ and throws 
it doton. 
Wid, Well ! let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian, Fye ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
Luc. I would, your duty were as foolish too : 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath cost me an hundrea crowns since supper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head- 
strong women 
What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, youVe mocking ; we will have 

no telling. 
Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with her. 
Wid. She shall not. 

Pet. I say, she shall ; — and first begin with her. 
Kath. ¥ye, ?^e\ utixdt that threatening unkind 
brow ; 
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And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ; 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite tibe meads ; 

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds ; 

And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bered of beauty ; 

And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 

Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy liusband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper. 

Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares tor thee. 

And for thy maintenance : commits his body 

To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold. 

While thou liest warm at home, secure and si^e ; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands. 

But love, fair looks, and true obeoience ; — - 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince. 

Even such, a woman oweth to her husband : 

And when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour. 

And not obedient to his honest will. 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? 

I am asham'd, that women are so simple 

To offer war, where they should kneel for peace : 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies sofl, and weak, and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world ; 

But that our soft conditions ^ and our hearts, 

Should well agree with our external parts ? 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My heart as great ; my reason, haply more, 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 

But now, I see our lances are but straws ; ^ 

^ Gentle tempers. 
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Our tteppgwi M ^ ii l i| <w n i^^iMkxii put c tmf tn^'^ 
Hut nwinig to be indtt» wlddi we leeat are. 
Then veD your itainadui^ fbr Si fa no boot ; 
And'jplece yew handi bdow joor hutbend's foot: 
In to&n of which duty» if he deeie» 
My hand b ready, may it do nim ease. 
PtL.Wkj, time's a wenehl — Come on, and 

kill moi Kate* 
Ltuh Well, go thy wayi, <dd lad ; for thou diilt 

ha't 
Fie* Tb ajgood hearing, iHien children are to- 
ward. 
Luc* Bnt a harih hearing, when women are fto- 

ward. 
Al. Come, Kate, well to bed : — 
We three are marriedi bat you two are iped. 
Twai I won the wager, though you hit the white; 

[^To LUCENTIO. 

And, being a winner, God grre you good night ! 

lEseufiinTBVCHio mid Kath. 
Hot* Now go thy ways, thou hast tam'd a curst 

ihrew. 
Luc. "Hi a w<mder, by your leave, she will be 
tam'dio. 

9 Abate your spirits. 
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